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THE SONG OF THE DEAD 

Oh, Land of Ours, hear the song we make for you — 

Land of yellow wattle bloom, land of smiling Spring — 
Hearken to the after words, land of pleasant memories, 

Shea-oaks of the shady creeks, hear the song we sing. 
For we lie quietly, underneath the stony kops, 

Where the Veldt is silent, where the guns have ceased to boom- 
Here we are waiting, and shall wait to Eternity-— 

Here on the battle-fields, where we have found our doom. 

Spare not thy pity — Life is strong and fair for you — 

City by the waterside, homestead on the plain. 
Keep ye remembrance, keep ye a place for us — 

So all the bitterness of dying be not vain. 
Oh, be ye mindful, mindful of our honour's name; 

Oh, be ye careful of the word ye speak in jest — 
For we have bled for you ; for we have died for you — 

Yea, we have given, we have given of our best. 

Life that we might have lived, love that we might have loved y 

Sorrow of all sorrows, we have drunk thy bitter lees. 
Speak thou a word to us, here in our narrow beds — 

Word of thy mourning in lands beyond the Seas. 
Lo, we have paid the price, paid the cost of Victory. 

Do not forget, when the rest shall homeward come — 
Mother of our childhood, sister of our manhood's days, 

Loved of our heavy hearts, whom we have left alone. 



Hark to the guns— pause, and turn, and think oft 

Red was our life's blood, and heavy was the cost. 
But ye have Nationhood, but ye are a people strong — 

Oh, have ye love for the brothers ye have lost ? 
Oh, — by the blue skies, clear beyond the mountain tops. 

Oh, by the dear, dun plains where we were bred, — 
What be your tokens, tokens that ye grieve for us, 

Tokens of your Sorrowing for me that be Dead ? 
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PREFACE 

To so great an extent has the market been 
flooded with all sorts and conditions of books 
relative to the war in South Africa that the 
author feels constrained to introduce his with a 
few words of apology and explanation, in the 
hope that he may perhaps justify himself for 
seeking to inflict yet another upon a long-suffer- 
ing public 

War Correspondents, Doctors, Members of 
Parliament, Lords and Lookers-on have, all 
and sundry, had their say in book form as to 
what they have seen and what they have thought 
about it Battles, strategy, transport, hospitals 
— all the varied features of both campaigns 
have been most thoroughly discussed and de- 
bated in their diversity of light and shade from 
almost every possible point of view. So that 
there would seem at first very little left to write 
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about But the Australian soldier, though 
frequently the subject of much literary effort, 
has not yet had his say. Therefore, in these 
pages the author has striven to show other 
Australians, who had not the good fortune to 
serve in Africa, what some phases of campaign- 
ing were like, as viewed from the standpoint of 
the Australian ranks, and has occasionally ven- 
tured to say, as an Australian, how things have 
impressed him. 

With regard to the two " Battle " chapters, it 
is perhaps necessary to explain that, though the 
incidents and setting are actual facts, the whole 
is not intended to represent any particular 
engagement, but is rather a kind of composite 
portrait of half a dozen or more. 

In conclusion, the author wishes to acknow- 
ledge the kindly assistance and advice for which 
he is indebted to Mr. John Arthur Barry in the 
making of this book. 

Sydney, 190a. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE CORNSTALK 

THERE was a story sent from the Front by the Corre- 
spondent of a Sydney daily newspaper, concerning a 
Great General, a Field Hospital and Geography. 

New South Wales had a very well-equipped and well- 
served Army Medical Corps, which, when troops were 
offered for service in South Africa by the Australasian 
Colonies, had despatched two field ambulances to the 
Cape. One of them was at Paardeberg whilst Cronje 
sullenly stood at bay in the Modder. The Great 
General came to see it. Everything was good, and 
complete, and well done, and of an excellence that 
does not show through a binding of red tape ; and the 
Great General had never before seen anything quite 
so good, or complete, or so well done, and was pleased 
and interested in all he saw. 

" Who are you ? " he asked, " and where do you come 
from?" To which the P.M.O. made answer: "We 
are part of the New South Wales Army Medical 
Corps M . 

i 
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•-.:••:: : - ■•::..: 
" Ah, yes," returned the Great General ; " yes, New 

South Wales ! Thafs Adelaide, isn't it ? " 

Now the application of this little tale is, that if 
Great Generals do not know that New South Wales 
is not a suburb of Adelaide, how much less will the 
average un- Australian reader comprehend the meaning 
of the term ' Cornstalk ' ? 

In Gippsland grow the big gum trees. It is a 
matter of some pride, perhaps, to Victorians that their 
province should grow the largest gum trees in all 
the Australias. Jealous of Victorian prowess in 
eucalyptus cultivation, so to speak, the other Aus- 
tralians refer to the Victorian people collectively as 
' Gum-suckers ' ! 

Because the popular banana finds the climate 
of Queensland suitable to its healthy being, the 
inhabitants of that Colony are dubbed 'Banana- 
landers '. 

It may have been that, to the early South Aus- 
tralians, means of subsistence came not easily. At 
any rate they are called ' Crow-eaters \ 

In delicate reference to the nature of their country 
the West Australians are ' Sand-gropers \ 

Finally, the people of New South Wales, having 
acquired a reputation for lankiness and wiriness* have 
been named ' Cornstalks \ 

That a native of the mother colony differs very 
greatly from the human product of any other part 
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THE CORNSTALK 3 

of Australia is possibly doubtful, but that, in the 
days of his youth at any rate, he is usually slimly built 
and long of limb is a fact fairly well established. See 
him in his own country — along the creeks and rivers 
of the eastern ranges, on the New England and 
Monaro tablelands, or out in the sun-baked West — 
and you will find that there is something about him 
peculiarly characteristic, something of his own that 
marks him slightly, but still unmistakably, as himself 
and no one else. Place the average bush-bred boy 
of eighteen beside the same aged English lad and 
note the difference. 

The Cornstalk is the almost immediate successor of 
the Hawkesbury native — is indeed symbolical of the 
evolution of that physically perfect being. Years ago, 
we of the present generation are told, if you should 
see anywhere a particularly tall, brawny, well-made, 
big man, you might be morally certain that he hailed 
from the farms upon the Hawkesbury River flats. 
The first of the free settlers who commenced the 
march westwards ' squatted ' there, and owned the land 
by right of occupation. If they could obtain them, 
they took wives unto themselves, and reared up 
families. And the families subsisted principally upon 
pumpkin and ground maize, and wore no boots in 
their childhood, and led a free, wild, untrammelled 
sort of life. So they grew into tall, clean-limbed, 
deep-chested men, and sturdy, comely women, and 
spread North and West and South over the land — 
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and their offspring were the fathers and mothers of 
the Cornstalks of to-day. 

There were, of course, other places besides the banks 
of the Hawkesbury where the pioneers tilled the land 
and grazed their flocks, but the Hawkesbury native 
is typical of the best men and women of that time. 

Big and large, the Cornstalk is a good man. Like 
most other good men, he has his faults— even his 
vices — but they are not yet the faults and vices that 
bring a people to the gutter. His is not a new race — 
it is rather the renewed, reinvigorated reproduction of 
an older one. He has the blemishes of his forebears, 
the transmitted characteristics of a not too perfect 
ancestry. He has developed little traits, and big 
traits, of his own; and many of his leanings look 
alarming. But, even now, there is promise and hope 
— and, if we may be permitted to say it of one's own 
people — some fulfilment 

He has been spoken of in the Literature of the 
Hopeless as 'tired'. He has been painted as a 
somewhat weary decadent — too listless, too blast, 
too worn-down by the overwhelming burden of 
existence to act the part of a strong man, of a 
vigorous and energetic citizen. The weird melan- 
choly of the Bush has warped his souL Too much 
meat, too much tobacco, too little grinding poverty, 
have combined to unnerve and render him effete. 
If we are to believe it all, he is tending towards 
a sort of demoralising apathy, a listless carelessness 
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that will make him, in time, something akin to the 
more degenerate Latin type — a creature too feeble, 
too vacillating and uncertain, to help himself and keep 
his place near the surface in the struggle for existence. 
But, perhaps, recent events have proved that this is 
a false view. We may thank Heaven that he is 
better than he has been represented to be in this class 
of literature. 

He is, at times, 'flash'. He considers himself to 
be rather a better man than most other nien. He is 
said to lack reverential feeling, to respect little that is 
worthy of respect Undoubtedly he loves holiday, 
he thinks more of sport than of work. He is well 
able to sound his own trumpet, and he thoroughly 
believes in the correctness of its notes. But these 
are not hopeless characteristics. Flashness is only 
another name for self-confidence — merely the over 
development of the bump of self-respect It is good 
and healthy to appreciate oneself. He does not really 
want in reverence — he is shy. Why should he not 
love sport and holiday? Few of us work for fun, 
and if you don't sound your own trumpet, who is 
likely to sound it for you ? Taking him ' in the lump/ 
the Cornstalk is not a bad fellow. Above all things, 
he is no Degenerate. 

Curiously noticeable in South Africa were the varia- 
tions in ' English as she is spoke ' amongst the troops 
of the Empire. From the broad dialects of the men 
from the different counties of England— of the Scotch 
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and of the Irish — the speech and accent of the various 
Colonial contingents were strangely distinct To the 
newcomer from Canada or Australia, a Yorkshire 
'Tommy' was, at first, almost as unintelligible as a 
Chinaman. Doubtless the reverse was true also. 
There were few distinctions in dress as the campaign 
grew older, and most men looked alike, but one was 
generally able to locate a man's habitat in the Empire 
as soon as he opened his lips to speak. From the 
rounded, full-voiced English, the broad Scotch, or the 
Irish brogue, the Canadian twang and the Australian 
drawl were as distinguishable as the French language 
is from the German. Roughly, the difference is this 
— the Englishman says all his word; the Canadian 
emphasises the last syllable sharply, and the Aus- 
tralian slurs the terminations. In Australia, where all 
people speak more or less alike, this peculiarity of 
ours escapes one; but in Africa, where it could be 
compared, and always was in contrast, with so many 
accents and modes of expression, it was extraordinarily 
apparent And of nothing was this difference in 
speech more suggestive than of the wideness of the 
Empire. 

So Tommy Cornstalk is generally a long-limbed 
fellow, with a drawling twang, to whom anything in 
the nature of sport appeals most strongly. He is 
a newer being than the English ' Tommy/ and he is 
pretty much, though not quite, of the same species as 
the Canadian. 
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But we want to consider him as a soldier, and to 
discover what his capacities and capabilities are for 
soldiering. 

Above, of course, one has not considered the Corn- 
stalk of the city. His is another story. The Cockney 
is not taken as the standard Englishman. John Bull 
is typically a farmer ; and his son Jack Bull, of Aus- 
tralia, is a bushman. 

Most of the rank and file of the troops who went to 
South Africa from Australia were of the Bush. 

From the history of the Dutch people in South 
Africa — their hardships and struggles as pioneers in 
the first place, and their open-air, half -civilised exis- 
tence nowadays — it was, from the outbreak of 
hostilities, a matter of universal opinion throughout 
the Colonies that the Boer should be met by men who 
resembled him in their ways of living, in their training 
as horsemen, and, more particularly, in their education 
as expert rifle shots. 

When troops were offered by the several Australian 
Governments last year (and accepted perhaps in the 
first place as a compliment), the movement was re- 
garded in Australia not as a mere formal evidencing 
of the loyalty and good will of the Colonies to the 
Motherland, but rather as a serious step taken to 
assist her with men trained to the same conditions, 
if not of war, then of ordinary life as obtain amongst 
the Veldt-dwelling Boers of South Africa. And, 
afterwards, the Imperial Government seemed to view 
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the matter in the same light ; though at first, before 
the irregular troops had proved that they were of 
some worth, at least, there seemed to be in England 
the feeling of ' we-don't-want-them-but-they'll-feel- 
hurt-if-we-refuse \ 

The Bushman — the dweller in the country as op- 
posed to the town-abiding folk — the real Cornstalk, 
is, to all practical purposes, of the same kind as the 
Boer. It is not to be supposed for a moment that he 
generally possesses the meaner attributes of the Boer 
character. He is not constitutionally a liar (except in 
the matters of horses and dogs). However one may 
wish to do the Africander justice, it is difficult to 
believe that he possesses the same views with regard 
to honour and fair dealing as obtain amongst Eng- 
lishmen. To be ' slim,' to * verneuk ' his neighbour, is, 
with the Boer, a by no means bad failing. We are 
certainly no better in most things than we ought to 
be, but, if only as policy, we do deal more with truth- 
fulness than do the Boers. 

One does not wish to decry or make little of a 
people whom one has learned to respect as a brave 
and hardy race, and a gallant foe, and it is perhaps 
the most charitable view to take if we assume that 
the Boer's ready resort to lying of a bad kind is a 
flaw in his nature for which he is scarcely accountable 
— and try and understand that he is sometimes unable 
to grasp the wrongness of falsity and crooked dealing. 
It is not intended, therefore, to imply that the Corn- 
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stalk, when likened to the Boer, is necessarily pos- 
sessed of the more objectionable attributes of the 
latter. Neither, moreover, is he such a slothful and 
retrogressive person in his conduct of life. What we 
wish to point out is, that in training, in conditions of 
living, in environment, and to some extent in ancestry, 
the Cornstalk and the Boer have very much that is in 
common. 

As a soldier, Tommy Cornstalk differs considerably 
from his cousin Tommy Atkins. His soldiering is 
mainly of the present. Active service is the first 
occasion upon which he has been called to obey un- 
questioningly in all things since he has worn a uni- 
form. The only discipline he really knows is 
the 'discipline of enthusiasm*. He may have made 
many sacrifices for his volunteering. He may have 
been accustomed to ride miles to his parades. His 
shooting may have cost him time and money. He may 
have taken pains innumerable to perfect himself, as far 
as was in his power, and with the means at his com- 
mand, in all his duties — but, until he has signed his 
attestation paper, almost until he has embarked upon 
the troopship, he has never thoroughly been ' under 
the whip'! He has never known what it means to 
be the unthinking piece of mechanism, the pawn in 
the game, which all soldiers necessarily become under 
a strict and unswerving discipline. 

And, at first, he does not take altogether kindly 
to it He has been a free man — within certain limits 
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a law unto himself — accustomed in his democratic 
country to acknowledge no man as being, per se, his 
superior, unless a well-tested one. He may have been 
to school with some of his officers, may know them 
intimately in civil life. It is even possible that, in his 
own district, he may occupy a social position above 
that of his officer. And this is where, to the average 
Cornstalk soldier, the shoe pinches. It seems to him 
bitterly hard that he is required to salute a man 
whom he may not consider at all his better. It is irk- 
some and uncongenial to him to have to address him 
as ' Sir/ or as ' Mister So-and-so \ It is absurd to be 
expected to stand ' as stiff as a gate post ' with his toes 
nicely turned out to an angle of forty-five degrees. 
It annoys him to have to trouble himself about the 
paying of compliments and such like, to his thinking, 
vexatious and foolish matters. And so, when he 
meets the Imperial Officer he astonishes him; and 
when he meets Tommy Atkins he wins that gentle- 
man's admiration and awestruck regard by his cool 
and happy neglect of the things which have been 
drilled into Tommy as sacredly to be observed under 
all circumstances. 

" What is the use of it all ? M he argues ; " how does 
it help to lick the Boers, and get to Pretoria ? " 

As the Boer despises a * voet-looper ' so is Tommy 
Cornstalk ashamed to be seen walking. He is essen- 
tially a horseman — and generally a horsey man. His 
sphere as a soldier lies in mounted work — rather, 
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perhaps, in the work of mounted infantry than in 
that of cavalry. To be a ' toey ' seems to him almost 
to amount to degradation. He thanks God that he is 
not an infantryman — and this not because he does 
not give credit for and respect the magnificent work 
of the infantry, but because it is his nature to look 
down upon the man who walks. In Australia the 
possession of a horse carries with it something of a 
guarantee of respectability and solvency. A man 
who cannot read is far less to be pitied than one who 
cannot ride. 

Generally, he is a good shot Indeed, it is doubtful 
whether there is any better shot in the world than the 
kangaroo-shooter — although, of course, all Cornstalks 
are not kangaroo-shooters. He is quite as good, if 
not a slightly better shot than the Boer. But he must 
fire as he pleases. Volleys, save when delivered at 
long and uncertain ranges to keep down the fire of 
the enemy, find small favour with him. It is not 
enough for him to ' loose off ' his rifle, in the vague 
hope of his bullet chancing to drop where some one 
is ; he must have a definite target to ' loose off ' at 

Whatever Tommy Cornstalk may be as a fighter, 
he owes little of his capacity for war to drill or in- 
struction. He has known no riding-school, he has 
not studied the care of the horse in a little red book. 
It is only by painful effort that he learns to roll his 
coat correctly over his wallet — in order that he may 
give his mount a sore wither. He would prefer to 
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carry it in a fashion less uncomfortable for his horse. 
He is feeble in the salute. He hardly ever knows 
when to turn out the guard His concerted move- 
ments lack precision. He resents exclusiveness — even 
in a General Officer. 

But nevertheless he is a highly trained man of 
war. He has learned to ride through pine scrubs, 
down mountain sides, over rotten ground, about cattle 
camps. It has been his business to be a horseman. 
He has been more or less of a horseman from his 
babyhood He has studied marching on the travelling 
stock routes ; to endure thirst* on the dry stages ; to 
sleep in the mud or the saddle. Mother Earth is a 
familiar bed His knowledge of scouting has been 
acquired young. You cannot teach a man to scout 
in a suburb or from a text-book. To look for sheep 
across a plain that quivers with mirage, or upon the 
steep ' sidings ' in the hills, to seek wild cattle in the 
scrubs, trains one's eyes. Tracks acquire a language 
when a knowledge of their 'true inwardness' may 
mean your daily bread 

He has been taught to forage on the road The 
feeding of one horse in war time is a simple matter 
compared to stealing grass for a mob of sheep or 
cattle. He has had to cook for himself, to sew for 
himself, to depend upon himself in his often lonely, 
self-reliant existence. In his own business, his daily 
life, he has unconsciously been taught what is as 
important a thing to know on active service as any- 
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thing (and which all the barrack training of the regu- 
lar will not have taught him), and that is how to be 
comfortable, how to become a good ' doer ' under all 
adverse circumstances. 

'Looting' comes to him naturally, though appar- 
ently not quite so naturally as to the Canadian, who 
is the most accomplished 'looter' in all the world. 

This is a compliment which is none the less de- 
served because all looting was sternly forbidden by 
the British authorities ; and as it happened, therefore, 
neither Cornstalk nor Canadian had much scope for 
the exercise of this particular talent 

Except for the fact that it is treeless, the veldt is 
not unlike our plain country. It is better watered, 
and often better grassed 

But, altogether, the Cornstalk was at home in it. 
There were the same long distances between towns. 
The 'dorp' represented the Bush township. There 
were the familiar wire fences. The sky above was as 
darkly blue. There was, as a rule, plenty of sunshine, 
and the wide rolling downs quivered and danced with 
the same beautiful mirage-making islands of kopjes, 
and long, low spits of ridges. He had to fight in a 
country not altogether so new to him as it must have 
been to Englishmen. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE VELDT 

WRITING in the Friend at Bloemfontein, during the 
short but brilliant existence of that journal as a 
' commandeered ' newspaper, under the editorial direc- 
tion of several of the war correspondents, a contributor 
described the veldt as 'inexpressible*. And, if you 
come to think of it, that is just about what it is. 

Lonely, mournful, wild, mysterious — all the adjec- 
tives you may care to lavish upon it, and something 
besides that you are not able to say. There is some 
key-note to it all which is hard to find — something 
subtle, vague, half-hidden. Lonely it is; terribly 
lonely in its great distances, its broad stretches of level 
plain, or rolling downs, without habitation. Mysteri- 
ous, in its mile upon mile of changeless characteristic, 
its very duplication of itself. Mournful, in its appar- 
ent emptiness of most that makes a country pros- 
perous. Wild, in its half-savage black population, and 
its almost as half-savage white one. It is beautiful 
or hideous, sad or bright in the sunshine, as the mood 
takes you, but always, even unto the worst of its re- 
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collection, it is fascinating, and fascinating because it 
is inexpressible. 

You may have starved on it, shivered in wet blankets 
as you lay in its clinging mud, bled on it, buried your 
comrade in it — but afterwards, when you look back to 
it, and time shall have wrapped a haze of interest 
round its sterner outlines, you will remember the 
charm, the half-unconscious attractiveness, the inde- 
finable something that was of its very nature. At 
any rate, you will never forget it. 

Sunrise — with dew sparkling like diamond points 
on the long waving grass, the fresh breeze fanning 
your face, the glorious blue sky overhead boasting of 
the coming day, the flat-topped purple kopjes far away 
on the yellow horizon; a white farmhouse, with its 
deep green setting of eucalyptus and willow, in the 
middle distance; and the splendid, dry, invigorating 
atmosphere about you — was always beautiful In the 
noontide, the clear sunlight made lakes and lagoons 
before you, clearer and more distinct even than the 
mirage of our Western plains. In the evening, the 
sunset threw long shadows of men and horses across 
the long levels. And at night, when you lay out on 
its wide bosom, tucked away snugly into your brown 
blanket — the bright stars glittering like electric 
points up in their indigo setting, while the smoke from 
your pipe curled lazily into the darkness, and you 
thanked God for a few hours of rest and peace — then 
it was that the veldt had its greatest charm. 
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It might easily have been that one had to muster 
Sandy Flat or the Black Mountain in the morning. 
There might have been branding to start on in the 
daylight, or forty miles to ride through the pine scrub 
and belar before you should camp again. In the 
drowsy interval between the last few whiffs of Boer 
tobacco and sleep, it was not very difficult to imagine 
oneself spending a night out on the Run, with pros- 
pect of a hard day's work to be done on t!he morrow. 

But it was only then, in the dreamy state before 
oblivion, that you could think such things. All round 
were the far-stretching lines of picketed horses, loom- 
ing black and indistinct in the faint light from sparse 
and tiny fires; the crouching figures of overcoated 
men cooking their scanty rations for next day's march, 
and huddled heaps of sleepers between the horse lines. 

And if, later, you should awake when the precious 
fires had dwindled down to points of light, and only 
the sentries on the lines sat shivering in the early 
morning chill, you would find something wanting in 
the veldt-night, something whose absence would strike 
you as strangely unfamiliar in your experience of 
sleeping out o' doors. Everything seemed to have 
become quiet. There were no crickets, no frogs, no 
"possums' scratching in the trees, no curlews with 
their wailing notes, no plover — nothing but dead ab- 
solute silence — save the muffled munching of an occa- 
sional hungry horse nibbling at the grass beside his 
picket-leg. 
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Now, in the Bush there is never silence, compara- 
tively ; everything is quiet and at rest, but all night 
long you hear the subdued hum of wakeful life of 
some kind — the ceaseless chirping of crickets, the 
hoot of a mophawk or a night owl, the wild discor- 
dant screech of plover, a frog croaking unweariedly 
in the creek below you, a f willy-wagtail ' trilling his 
sweet notes in the tree overhead — always some per- 
former in Nature's orchestra playing his little part in 
the ceaseless symphony of night. 

But here, in this naked Africa, everything is stiller 
than the grave at night Once, may-be, you might 
have lain awake and heard the beasts come down to 
water, and the lions roaring, but now the lions are 
in the North — none nearer than the Zoutpansberg — 
and the buck are scared away too far by the presence 
of all these men and horses to disturb your rest by 
nocturnal wanderings. And it is this uncanny still- 
ness that reminds you of the fact that you are not at 
home in the good Bush. There will be no branding 
to-morrow. It will be harder work than branding, 
more exciting rides than chasing cattle through the 
scrubs or down the mountain tracks. And you are 
never quite certain whether there will be another 
nightfall for you. But that doesn't trouble you much. 
If you can get some biscuits and some bully-beef, and 
a fairly even place to spread your blanket in, the con- 
sideration of eternity may easily postpone itself for 
the time being. 

2 
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One day, it came to pass that a ' Rimington Tiger ' 
and the writer foregathered at the back of a battle — 
the one having been sent upon a message and being 
unable to find his regiment again, and the other with 
a dead-lame horse whose leg sinews had been 
wrenched by a fall into an ant-bear hole. Both were 
tired, and hungry, and thirsty, and uncertain whither 
to turn, or what to do in order to reach their own 
units — so they decided to lunch. The 'Tiger/ who 
was of a meek aspect redeemed by strong blue eyes, 
was the fortunate possessor of a canvas water-bag 
about three parts full, and a pocketful of broken 
biscuit ; and the writer had a little tea and a very much 
smaller quantity of sugar. So, some way behind a 
low ridge, along the crest of which recumbent 
'khakis' sputtered ceaselessly with their Lee- 
Metfords, an economical fire was lit, and fed by little 
sticks and roots from the scanty bushes which supplied 
the only wood available, and afterwards, when the 
flame was strong enough to ' go alone,' with pieces of 
dry cow-dung. Little white clouds occasionally 
formed in the air above the ridge, and then groups 
and driblets of men came away from the firing-line to 
a field dressing-station over to our right We were 
too absorbed in the contemplation of our almost 
boiling mess-tin to take much notice. 

Suddenly a Boer shell came howling beyond the 
ridge, and banged up a heap of dust and gravel just 
short of where our cooking operations were being 
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conducted Things screamed in the air shrilly, so we 
concluded that our meal would be more inviting if 
partaken of in some place where such ill-timed and 
intrusive interruptions were less likely to inflict them- 
selves upon us. Therefore we moved the can and a 
fire-stick laboriously to another position, and finished 
the brew under difficulties. The Boer gunners, for 
some reason best known to themselves, continued to 
shell the spot where we had been, probably with an 
idea that stronger re-inforcements were sheltering 
behind the ridge. After a meal, less abundant than 
welcome, the Rimington delivered himself of sundry 
emphatic opinions concerning his native land. 

" The country's no dam good," he said " I know 
it from King William's Town to Bulawayo, and it's 
not fit for a white man to live in. Y'd like to try 
ten thousand acres ? Well, y're better out of it, by a 
long chalk Locusts, rinderpest, scab, fluke, foot-rot ! 
Droughts, floods, fires, fever, that's what it is ! Crops ! 
What's the use of crops when there's locusts to eat 
'em ? Good as Australia ? Well, Australia ain't much, 
then. You take it from me — keep clear of Africa, 
leave farming to the Kaffirs. Mining's the on'y 
thing, an' /haven't a dog's show without capital. 
Rhodesia's the worst of the lot. The country's no 
dam good." 

But, in spite of this particular Rimington Guide, 
himself a native of Cape Colony and obviously a 
pessimist ; in spite of scores of other men who should 
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know, and who have spoken of it in a similar strain ; 
in spite of one's own prejudice against a place where 
one has enjoyed hardship and danger and discomfort, 
the writer is still of opinion, however little such 
opinion may be worth, that the country is good — 
better far even than the general run of Africanders 
give it credit for being. 

Up to Modder River — when en route to Bloemfon- 
tein vid Paardeberg, Osfontein and Driefontein — the 
country is disappointing. One cannot speak with 
any knowledge of the karoo after viewing it from the 
window of a moving train, however leisurely that 
train may proceed (And South African trains 
do not hurry— especially troop trains.) It looks 
poor, barren, destitute of herbage, or indeed 
of anything edible, but there were glimpses of 
flocks of shorn sheep which were in far from poor 
condition. Some were almost fat Their only visible 
means of support was apparently a small, scrubby 
bush, growing hardly more than a foot or two in 
height, and not unlike the species of salt-bush known 
in Australia as 'cotton-bush 1 . 

But generally, thereabouts, the country is wretchedly 
inhospitable in appearance. Gradual rocky slopes, 
broken here and there by kopjes and low ranges of 
stony hills, stretch up beyond De Aar and past the 
Orange River, until you reach the Modder. Here, 
there is at least promise of something better. The 
plains are level, and the soil more promising, and if 
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the surface had not been churned up into endless dust 
by an army it might have been grassed. 

Before the war, Modder River was a favourite 
' watering place/ whither pic-nic parties and Sunday 
schools came from Kimberley. In springtime the 
banks were knee-deep in grass, they said, and aglow 
with beautiful wild-flowers. Now they were cut up 
by the numberless tracks of waggons and guns, 
littered with the impedimenta of a great host, scarred 
with the marks of recent battle. The pretty cottages 
of the village were torn and pock-marked by shell and 
bullet, and the drift itself — the beautiful, lazy, tree- 
shaded drift — a discoloured bog. 

Out from the Modder station, on the road to Jacobs- 
daal, the long plains seemed more like the veldt one 
had read of than anything seen hitherto. Beyond 
Osfontein farm — in the early year, just after the rains 
— it struck one as being almost the best country one 
had ever seen. 

Miles, and miles, and miles of rolling downs stretched 
away right up to Bloemfontein. Long, waving, suc- 
culent grasses, as good as the best our plains produce. 
You rode through it with the sensation of riding 
through a field of ripening wheat. It seemed a pity, 
almost, that all these thousands of horses should trail 
through it, trampling it down, and wasting it need- 
lessly. So thick and luxuriant was it that it caught in 
your stirrup-irons, your scabbard 'swished' through 
it. When you lay down to sleep at night you were 
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in a little grass-walled enclosure. It seemed like an 
ideal ' fattening ' country. And it never looked better 
than in the early morning, when the sun had painted 
it gold-green, and the long shadows of the kopjes lay 
across it like dark carpets. Sometimes we saw the 
fattest of fat cattle — but terribly mongrel cattle. 

And yet people tell you that it is hard to live here, 
that farming or grazing do not pay. There is the 
scab, and the rinderpest, and the fluke; and when 
you're done with all of them, the locust and the 
drought 

Heavens! they don't know what drought is. Un- 
doubtedly scab, and rinderpest, and fluke, and locusts 
are formidable things — when you sit down and look 
at them. What an utterly hopeless, deadly state a 
man's soul must be in when he can calmly contemplate 
a visitation of scab, rinderpest, fluke or locusts as the 
justly incurred manifestation of God's wrath, with 
whose course it would be impious to meddle, and the 
only remedy for which is a casting back for sins com- 
mitted that may have merited punishment, and a 
resolve to avoid such errors in the future ! 

According to the Boer mind, you don't get scab in 
your flock because you have omitted necessary pre- 
cautions in your methods of sheep-farming, but be- 
cause you have perhaps stolen a pair of boots when 
you visited the dorp at Nachtmaal, or because you 
didn't attend Nachtmaal, or ' took down ' your neigh- 
bour over a horse-deal when you did And it is easy 
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to understand how difficult it would be to bring about 
any concerted action towards counteracting the effect 
of such visitations as the aforesaid, or stamping out 
disease altogether amongst such people. 

One can only, of course, speak as a tourist speaks 
of a country he has run through. One's practical 
knowledge of the veldt and its products is probably 
limited to some observance of the value or uselessness 
of its ant-heaps as 'cover* and such purely warlike 
uses. But, in the light of common reason, in compari- 
son with what our own pastoralists and farmers have 
to contend with in Australia, in view of its fertility 
and natural advantages and rainfall, one cannot alto- 
gether accept the veldt as bad country, or as country 
in which it should be difficult to make both ends meet 
—not to speak of their overlapping. It is well watered 
naturally and it has splendid facilities for catching 
rain in tanks and dams. It is fertile — Kaffirs grow 
great crops of mealies almost by scratching up the 
soil with a stick. Had it not been for the excellent 
grazing that it was nearly always possible to obtain 
for the cavalry horses in the Free State and the Trans- 
vaal it is perhaps no exaggeration to say that the 
rapid movements of the Cavalry Division would have 
been impossible. 

But more weighty than all in arguing favourably to 
the veldt is the fact that it has supported so large a 
savage population as it has done in the past, and does 
still to a lesser extent. After all, the great test of a 
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country's fertility and value — perhaps the only sure 
test — lies in the number of human beings and wild 
animals it will provide a living for. 

Perhaps the truest light in which one may regard 
the veldt is in that of a field that has lain fallow, has 
never been thoroughly tried, has never yet been given 
a wholesale chance of showing what it can do. 

Considered as a campaigning ground 'much may 
be said on both sides \ For the defence, the veldt is 
fortified, and well fortified, by its kopjes. Every 
kopje is a natural stronghold. But it is too open to 
really make a stand in, unless it be on the banks of 
rivers where scrub and brushwood afford ' cover,' and 
steep banks shelter from shell-fire. For the attack it 
ought to be free from possibilities of ambuscade. 
Unfortunately, it does not seem to have been always 
so — but that is another story — it should have been. 
There can be few countries in the world where scout- 
ing should be less difficult Open country, a clear 
atmosphere, little timber, an almost unavoidable sky- 
line, are natural features that do not readily lend 
themselves to the concealment of large bodies of men 
or horses. Consider the difficulties that would present 
themselves in our veldt country here — the plains. 
Belts of timber — some kind of cover nearly every- 
where — would render the reconnaissance of positions 
a task of infinitely greater trouble than was the case 
in the open veldt of South Africa. 

Compared, indeed, to almost any part of Australia, 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE VELDT 25 

the veldt possesses features that render it much less 
dangerous for the attacker than would be the case 
here. It is, too, a country where roads may be almost 
disregarded, and where, consequently, the troubles of 
transport are very much less than in timbered; hilly, 
or ' sticky ' localities. And, in view of its facilities for 
grazing, as mentioned above, it was most excellent 
country from the point of view of the horse, the mule 
and the ox. 

From the domestic standpoint, the veldt was bad — 
very bad Its timberless nature was the cause of the 
greatest hardship that the army had to endure — want of 
firewood. Sleeping in the open air, even if the weather 
be wet, is not such a very uncomfortable business, 
provided that you can obtain a good fire. But when 
you have no means of cooking the raw beef and flour 
you sometimes get by way of rations ; when you are 
soaked to the skin, and cannot keep warm ; when you 
have no chance of drying one-half of your body at a 
time in the glow of a cheerful blaze — then, indeed, is 
war hard, and stern, and comfortless. Many times 
did Tommy Cornstalk sigh wearily for just one good 
ring-barked paddock, for just one big log of the many 
that were lying all over Australia unappropriated to 
light his fire under. 

On first acquaintance the veldt appears to be an 
ideal ground for the manoeuvring of mounted troops. 
Its looks belie it, however, to a certain extent It 
is undermined everywhere by holes and burrows of 
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a peculiarly treacherous kind They were said to be 
the work of the ' meer-cat ' or the ' ant-bear \ What- 
ever made them, they were always pitfalls for the un- 
wary — and for the wary too. Unless you watched 
where you were going at the ' trot ' or ' gallop/ you 
almost always came to grief, and, if you were not 
damaged yourself, the subsequent state of your horse's 
leg-sinews generally necessitated your walking for a 
day or two, or even ' commandeering ' from friend or 
foe, a remount of sorts, according to your skill as a 
horse-thief, or your luck. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE MARCH 

If you have the last couple of hours' ' watch ' on the 
horse-lines, you see it all. The long rows of picketed 
scarecrows, shivering with drooping heads, each in the 
little bare circle where he has nibbled the grass to its 
very roots during the night; the straight rows of 
saddles in front of the horses ; the huddled heaps of 
brown blankets covering curled-up figures of men in 
the wet grass; away back in the rear the dingy 
waggons with the tarpaulins over them, and the cooks' 
fires in between. It is the half light that makes 
everything look dull and comfortless just before the 
fresh new day comes with the promise that seems to 
wait on every dawn, no matter what the real prospect 
may be, and, walking up and down to keep warm, 
you look out on the sleeping camp with a feeling of 
loneliness and chill 

Already the cooks are astir. You called them half 
an hour ago — according to your instructions, so that 
they might make the coffee for breakfast — and they 
are breaking up biscuit-boxes for fuel, and kindling 
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their fires round the piled up ' dixies ' (a ' dixie ' is a 
big cooking pot used for making soup, or tea, or coffee 
— but why 'dixie* deponent knoweth not). They 
have been filled overnight, and closely guarded by 
the cooks, who have slept amongst them, lest unprin- 
cipled sinners fill their water-bottles with the precious 
water they contain, in preparation for the next day's 
march. 

A few Kaffir transport drivers — weird figures crouch- 
ing in coloured blankets — are boiling their 'mealie- 
pap ' in three-legged pots at little fires of their own. 

Across the grey veldt in front, a small cluster of 
saddled horses, grouped close together, is silhouetted 
against a sky fast growing pale and luminous. Left 
and right of it are similar groups, with intervals of a 
mile, or more, between. They are the outposts. 
Farther away still, as the light grows stronger you 
see occasional black specks of sentries sitting on ant- 
heaps, or moving slowly backward and forward — 
cold, hungry, miserable — who, the outermost line 
between Empire and Republics, have spent the night 
on the alert, so that the Division might sleep. Away 
on the right of your own brigade is another swarm 
of horses and waggons and guns, apparently grouped 
together haphazard and without any definite order. 
It is the other Brigade, all duly ordered in its regi- 
ments and squadrons and troops, but, in the distance, 
looking like a mob who have wandered together in 
the night and off-saddled promiscuously. 
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The world seems very still, and lifeless, and cold 
As the day becomes more and more daylike, the long 
dry grass shines white with frost, and the huddled 
heaps of blankets are grey and stiff with it. It is on 
your overcoat, and little showers of it fall upon your 
boots drily, as you move through the grass. 

Suddenly a hoarse voice raps out an order — there is 
no trumpeting at reveille on the march. The voice 
seems to have no effect Again, and angrily, it rings 
out It is a great and important voice — that of the 
regimental Sergeant-Major. Single figures flit about 
the lines, from heap to heap. More voices join in. 

The heaps on the ground stir, and roll, and are 
convulsed by spasmodic internal movements. Strange 
figures in woollen nightcaps emerge from them 
slowly, and, one by one casting off their coverings, 
sit up, blinking and sleepy-eyed They rise to their 
feet, fully dressed, and stretch themselves. A hasty 
shake and the buckling on of spurs is the only toilet 
A sergeant comes striding down his troop, inquiring 
sarcastically whether the remaining heaps of blankets 
would like cups of tea brought to them. Corporals 
move about kicking up the sluggards. Slowly and 
stiffly man after man staggers, half-awake, to his horse, 
and commences to rub him down with more or less 
energy. Blankets are folded, white and wet still, and 
put on the horses' backs to serve as saddle-cloths. 
Then the bare saddles are girthed on, carbines stuck 
into ' buckets/ and swords slipped into their ' frogs \ 
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Where the heaps lay are only left the scanty domestic 
utensils — men's tins and meat cans — haversacks and 
bandoilers. The gun teams are being harnessed 
over in the Artillery lines. Nose-bags hang to the 
horses' heads — a quarter filled by two handfuls of 
oats. 

Some one from the fires shouts " Coffee up ! " and 
away go the corporals from each troop to carry over 
the steaming ' dixies \ There is a ' tinny ' clatter, as 
the dregs and leaves of last night's tea are knocked 
out of the mess-tin lids against boots and picket- 
pegs, and little knots of cloaked figures swarm round 
the ' dixie ' allotted to each troop, every one anxious 
lest he should miss his rightful proportion, which is 
barely half a pint The great thing is to be in time 
when anything in the shape of rations is being doled 
out In the English regiments each man puts his 
mess-tin on the ground When all who have to share 
are present, the corporal fills each receptacle up 
evenly, and, if anything remains over distributes it in 
another round, no one venturing to touch his tin 
until all are served and the 'dixie' empty. This 
ensures ' a fair show ' and no favour. But amongst 
the less well-regulated Australians it was usually a 
rush and a pushing in. It was impossible, always, 
for the distributor to remember each man whom he 
had served, and not a difficult thing for any one to 
' come the double attack,' but such meanness was rare, 
public opinion being too strong upon the point. One 
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never knew when the exigencies of service might 
not render it impossible to be in the first rush, and it 
was accordingly self-protection, and not an altruistic 
feeling, that caused ' coming the double ' to be sternly 
discountenanced by all and sundry. 

You drink your apology for coffee while it is hot. 
Heat is its only virtue. Tasteless, almost sugarless, 
weak — it can rarely be regarded as a stimulant, never 
as likely to affect one's nerves — and consequently one's 
shooting. But 'something hot' before you start 
your march is as salvation, even though it be only 
hot water. Occasionally it is the only breakfast you 
have. If you are well looked after by your Quarter- 
master, however, there is generally a biscuit and some 
'bully-beef. Whatever it may be that you have, 
you eat it as you move about, between the packing 
of your wallets and the rolling of your overcoat It 
does not do to be in un-ready when the ' prepare to 
mount' comes. The army biscuit is a thing not to 
be negotiated hastily, or approached flippantly. Eaten 
in its primitive hardness, without any soaking over- 
night in water, at least half an hour is occupied in the 
mastication of one biscuit It is hard, tasteless, and 
nutritious — so nutritious that a man may at least keep 
body and soul together on one per diem, provided 
there be a bit of pumpkin, or a cob of mealies, to 
eke it out 

By the time you have broken your fast, you have 
put on and attached to your horse all the immense 
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burden which that unfortunate quadruped is required 
to carry on active service. The wallets attached 
to either side of the pommel of the saddle are stuffed 
tight with your towel, minor effects, spare shirt (if 
you have one) and one hundred and fifty rounds of 
ammunition. Over them is strapped the rolled over- 
coat — wallets and coat together making up a weight 
well calculated to give the horse a sore wither. Under- 
neath the saddle, as mentioned above, is the rider's 
sleeping blanket Strapped to the cantle is the 
' rear-pack,' which may consist of anything from a 
rolled and empty waterproof sheet to a bundle of 
firewood. Attached to the rear-pack is usually an 
oat-sack containing from ten to fifteen, or even twenty 
pounds of grain — on the 'off' side hangs a heavy 
carbine in its leathern 'bucket'; on the 'near/ a 
sword, useless except for potato-digging, and unneces- 
sarily heavy by reason of its steel scabbard From 
this side of the saddle also depends the feed-bag 
with the day's ration for the horse in it 

Wallets and overcoat on the wither, yourself in the 
middle of the horse's back, rear-pack, oat-sack, sword, 
carbine, feed-bag behind — little wonder is it that 
we fight indecisive rear-guard actions, that the sword 
is never used save as a tent-pole or a spade, that 
Steyn and Kruger are able to escape from Poplar 
Grove, although thousands of mounted men threaten 
their line of retreat to Bloemfontein. But the Red 
Book — the same Red Book whose teachings are of 
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volleys fired standing up— has laid down the law, and 
so it is the law. 

One cannot but pause here to consider this matter 
of the cavalryman's kit, since it has seemed to be re- 
sponsible for so much ill success in the catching of 
commandos, in the cutting-off of the retreat of Boer 
armies, and in the raiding of the enemy's communi- 
cations. 

If you catch a Boer scout or vedette, you will 
wonder how he lives — he has so little of what seems 
to be regarded as the very necessaries of existence in 
our own lines. There are no wallets on his saddle, 
there is no heavy overcoat strapped across his pony's 
back. There is no rear-pack, or, as perhaps it might be 
more correctly named, ' loin-compress,' to hinder the 
pony's action. There is no feed-bag to drag the 
saddle over to one side, so that it may press unevenly 
on his back. There is seldom anything but a bare 
saddle, without breast-plate or crupper, and a thin 
blanket beneath it Sometimes a light mackintosh is 
strapped in front, with a little roll of biltong in a 
greasy rag. That is almost all It is a matter of thirty 
seconds with him to saddle-up. He carries a ban- 
dolier, sometimes two, filled with the handy Mauser 
cartridge clips, over his shoulders. His rifle is slung 
across his back. His coat pockets contain a reserve 
supply of ammunition. And there you have the com- 
plete fighting man, from the Boer point of view. But 
of course he is grossly ignorant If he only knew 

3 
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what was good for him, he too would resemble a 
Christmas tree, his movements would be slow and 
stately, his fat pony would be as like a hat-rack as 
ours became. He has not enjoyed the advantages 
conferred by a study of Red Books. 

" I," said the British troop horse (according to the 
Bloemfontein Friend), "I carry the most complete 
kit in the world My master can make himself com- 
fortable, even in your inhospitable veldt, with the kit 
I cany." 

" Yes," replied the Boer pony, " but I can carry my 
master out of the way of yours." 

And yet, if you think about it, there is nothing in 
the equipment of a cavalry soldier on active service 
which may very well be dispensed with. He must 
have his overcoat He must have his horse-feed. 
He must have his arms, and his feed-bag, and his 
blanket, and his ammunition. Most of the weighty 
things he carries are essential to his health or his 
arm of the service. They must all be somewhere 
within his reach. Cold or exposure would put him 
'out of action' in a very short time, if he had no 
protection against wet or frosty nights. There must 
be occasional ' hard ' feed to keep his horse fit for any 
work at all, and he must be able to get at his belong- 
ings easily when he bivouacs. 

How is he to carry his necessaries along with him 
so that they are always easily within his reach, and 
at the same time 'travel light'? Waggons lag 
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behind; Scotch carts get stuck in drifts. Even the 
ubiquitous Cape cart cannot always go over the same 
kind of country that he sometimes has to negotiate. 
There is one answer, one suggestion, which is not 
original perhaps, but which seems to be the only 
answer or suggestion which may adequately meet the 
want And that is, Pack-horse. 

Pack-horses, or light spring-carts — and the pack- 
horse has the virtue of greater mobility to turn the 
scale in his favour. 

It is a fair estimate, and well within the mark, to 
assume that one pack-horse could carry the more 
urgently required effects of four men — that is to say, 
one weight-carrier to each section. Not all the 
rations, and horse-feed, and other things which the 
man may require on a march of many weeks, but the 
things which he cannot do without at night, and 
hardly needs in the day-time, and which are only a 
hindrance to his marching and fighting ability. There 
would be then, instead of four, five horses in each 
section — four to carry men, and one to carry baggage. 
When cavalry are dismounted for skirmishing, one 
man of every four — the horse-holder, or number three 
— is out of action. It is not very much more difficult 
to look after five horses than four. In work where 
there is a probability of being under fire, such as 
scouting or reconnoitring, the pack-leader might be 
left behind There would be fewer men in the line 
of scouts, but the men who were there would be 
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lighter, able to travel farther and faster with their 
reduced equipment than they are at present, and pos- 
sessed of considerably more ' dash ' — the great essen- 
tial of a successful scout Overcoat, waterproof sheet, 
cooking pots, anything beside the bare day's rations 
and cartridges — all that is not absolutely of use to 
the fighting man — might go on the pack-horse. And 
then the trooper, with an almost stripped saddle and 
riding as light as may be, would have some chance 
of catching his enemy and compelling him to fight 
As it is now, he has very little. 

So you mount your feeble steed, already weighed 
down by a load as great as yourself, and lurch along 
to where your troop is forming up in its squadron 
and regiment beside other squadrons and regiments. 
The advance guard has clattered out, and the outposts 
are drawing in to await the column. Other regiments 
form up to your left or right ; the guns rumble up to 
their position near the lead Carts and waggons 
begin to move up also into some sort of column forma- 
tion. The bivouac-ground is deserted save by the 
inevitable laggards or men with sick horses who must 
follow slowly. Nearly every one is smoking. Troops 
are ' told off ' — everything is ready for the march to 
begin. In the shadows before sunrise the dirty, travel- 
stained khaki figures seem dingier than ever. Dingy 
and dirty, but very fit and workmanlike. You sit and 
shiver, and wonder why the movement does not begin. 

A little stout man on a good horse, followed by 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE MARCH 37 

a group of red-collared staff officers, rides slowly 
through the ranks and up to the front, eyeing the 
troops. You sit up straight, and take your pipe out 
of your mouth. That little stout man is your father, 
and your mother, and your best friend just now, and 
he alone — may-be also one or two of the trim staff — 
has any idea as to what the day is going to bring 
forth. In an hour or two you may be dead, or a 
prisoner, or wounded, or wondering whether the next 
shell is going to land under your horse. You don't 
know what is going to happen, and use has made you 
careless. You are merely the pawn which that cheer- 
ful little man moves in the big game, and he, in his 
turn, is moved by a little slim man. It doesn't much 
matter what the day brings. You have confidence 
in French. He never goes wrong or makes a fool of 
you. 

Now you are off — the horses' legs swish-swishing 
through the long grass ; the mess-tins rattling against 
the carbine-butts ; bits jingling musically ; the bright 
sun just peeping over the edge of the world on your 
right hand ; white puffs of tobacco smoke drifting up 
into the clear air. The veldt is turning to burnished 
gold Your bridle-hand is frozen. 

All round is laughter, and chaff, and quiet talk. 
Curious scraps of conversation drift to you as you 
ride along. 

"... Fifty miles to the VaaL Bill's got a map, 
an' we measured it They're goin' ter make a stand 
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there. Lord Roberts 's over there — along th' railway. 
Some one else t'other side o' him. Goin' ter be a 
heavy scrap along the river . . . had a dog that useter 
walk along a top-rail fence. One day, out a must'rin' 
. . . so I sez to the Dutch woman, wot the 'ell d'yer 
wanter keep on fightin', an' actin' th' goat like this 
for; y know dam well yer licked, I sez, an' she sez 
' Voetsak ' . . . got two cow-guns with 'em . . . went 
ter Gunnedah races, an' got took down . . . any bacca ? 
. . . wonder wotll win the Melbourne Cup. Now, I 
reckon . . . Hole ! . . . That's Johnny French up there 
— him on th' chestnut Clever little bloke, ain't 'e? 
. . . got two pounds of mealie-meal, an' some coffee, 
an' half a dozen bundles of hay. No sugar . . . 
presently I begins ter twig wot they was at So I 
sings out to Jimmy, ' Come on ! ' an' we sails inter 
them with chairs an' bottles, an' gets outside inter 
th' yard. Pretty willin' go it was too . . . Hole ! . . * 
look out — yY jammin' me int' him, keep over . . . 
better General than Wellington, so he is . . . hope th' 
swine gets a bullet next time. Ain't fit ter lead ducks, 
let alone . . . Hole ! " — and so forth. 

Strange lies are bandied about as to the doings of 
Buller. He has occupied Johannesburg — no, Harri- 
smith. Mafeking has fallen. Steyn is dead De 
Wet wants to surrender, if they'll promise not to send 
him to St Helena. The probability of getting full 
rations soon is discussed, and negatived The ways of 
officers are criticised 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE MARCH 39 

The sun mounts higher and higher, and your hands 
and toes begin to thaw. The little black dots of 
scouts who occasionally come into view on the far 
sky-lines are more distinct Odd men walk along, 
leading their horses after them, to keep warm. 

On, through the bright morning hours, you ride — 
past white-walled farmhouses, down long, gentle 
slopes clothed with deep grasses, by Kaffir kraals 
whose dusky inhabitants gape with wonder at the 
numbers of the rooineks, and where the little pot- 
bellied niggers gaze out, goggle-eyed and fearful, from 
behind their ample mothers. Sometimes the column 
narrows into a long procession to cross a deep spruit, 
and forms up again slowly into ' mass ' upon the other 
side. 

Barbed-wire fences are encountered The cry goes 
up, "Wire-cutters to the front!" and two or three 
men from each squadron race on ahead, and sever 
the wires with their clippers, pulling them aside that 
the Brigade may pass. A thankless job wirecutting, 
especially when the bullets are flying. Sometimes the 
fences have stone posts — slabs of a slaty sandstone 
which the natives quarry from the hills, and supply 
to the farmers at sixpence apiece. Fire-proof fences 
these, and fairly lasting, one would think. Here and 
there a post is broken down. Struck by lightning, 
people who know the country will tell you. 

A long kopje looms up over the horizon. You are 
riding towards it for hours. Distance is strangely 
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foreshortened in this clear atmosphere. A few 
miles from it the column halts. The men are dis- 
mounted, and lie down beside their horses. The 
scouts are riding on ahead to ' draw fire \ You pillow 
your head upon your helmet and go to sleep, whilst 
your horse crops the grass about you, and barely 
refrains from trampling on your prostrate form. A 
sudden scramble awakes you. Everybody is mount- 
ing again. 

The kopje is unoccupied, and you ride on past it 
The farmhouse under its shoulder flies five white 
flags. A Boer woman comes out and stares at you 
stolidly. If the Provost-Marshal and his men do not 
seem to be looking, you slip away from your troop, 
and, while your messmate haggles with the woman 
at the doorway over the price of eggs or mealie-meal, 
you endeavour to steal a fowl or a duck — that is to 
say, you seek to 'commandeer' them. Convenient 
word 'commandeer'. If you are fortunate, you put 
the broken-necked bird in your feed-bag, and it repre- 
sents five pounds of oats, and is not too incon- 
veniently in evidence. 

At noon you halt once more, and eat some biscuits 
and anything else that you may happen to have, and 
take a drink from your water-bottle, and sleep again 
on the ground for half an hour or more. 

So all day, the swarm of men and horses, guns 
and waggons, rolls across the veldt — a wide-spreading 
oncoming — like a plague of locusts. On the whole, 
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it is pleasant, and enjoyable, and lazy. Sitting loose 
in the saddle, you smoke and yarn, and speculate as 
to where you are and what you are going to do, and 
how long it will be before you are in Pretoria. You 
have made up your mind that Pretoria is to end it 
all. You are going home then — back to the station, 
or the office, or the store, and the warm welcome you 
know is waiting. Perhaps it will be a trip to England, 
where you will be fited and made much of, and gener- 
ally given a good time. It is days and days since 
you heard a rifle fired; weeks and weeks, perhaps, 
since a gun boomed out over the plains. All the 
Boers have fled to the Vaal — probably across it, with- 
out stopping, to Johannesburg and Pretoria There 
will be a siege, possibly, for a month. You will sit 
upon* a hill and watch the shelling. The lyddite will 
soon bring them to their senses, once they are fairly 
bottled up in a town, with the bricks and stones 
tumbling about their ears. It is all very simple and 
straightforward now. You will be back in time for 
shearing. 

Another kopje rises up ahead. Closer and closer 
you get to it, though it is still miles away. A very 
long one this time — camel-backed, and with little 
foot-hills and clumps of ' wacht-een-beetje ' bush in 
front of it A single horseman comes galloping back 
from where the scouts are, and stops at the staff. 
Again the Division halts, and sits down and wonders. 
Ten minutes, and you see the Colonel talking to your 
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particular squadron leader. They argue, and point, 
and look through glasses, and consult maps. Finally 
the Major nods, rolls his map up, picks up his loose 
reins, says something sharply that is only audible 
in the leading troop, and you suddenly mount, and 
find yourself riding out from the middle of the Brigade 
towards the blue kopje in the distance. Friendly 
souls advise you not to stay too long — not to get ex- 
cited "Meet / in Pretoria if / don't come back 
to-night," calls out a humorous acquaintance. 

" We're off to stir up th* muck agin," remarks your 
right-hand man philosophically. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE KOPJE 

THE Brigade was halted close beside a white farm- 
house. There had been slaughter and rapine in 
the poultry-yard; bundles of hay had been looted 
from the forage-loft We left them sitting on the 
ground beside their horses. The feed-bags with the 
scanty oats had been hung on the drooping heads, 
and all, save ourselves and the squadron of which 
our diminished two troops formed part, were resting, 
and seemed likely to rest for some hours. While they 
rested we were to ride out and ' feel ' that long, blue 
kopje. 

Every one knew what the ' business ' was from long 
experience. The kopje looked peaceful and quiet 
in the warm afternoon sunlight Unless one had 
seen it all before, and had previous knowledge of 
lovely landscapes that spat bullets from apparently 
nowhere in particular, one would hardly have expected 
that an hour or two would bring one within touch of 
sudden death. The first time it had been a riding 
forth without reason, a light-hearted excursion into 
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the debatable lands — an astonished feeling of resent- 
ment that so harmless and smiling a prospect should 
merely be a mask hiding an unknown foe. Fre- 
quently afterwards the objective had been a mystery. 
Troop leaders may have known what they were 
required to find out, and how they were going to set 
about it, and where the enemy was supposed to be 
1 lying low/ but the trooper seldom had any definite 
notion as to what was to be done, or what was ex- 
pected of him. There may have been Mauser-fire, 
or there may have been shell-fire to be drawn. He 
was not consulted in the matter. He was merely 
sent out as a bait for bullets. Often recurring ex- 
perience of the kind of thing in question had made 
it familiar. Familiarity had almost bred contempt. 
If bullets pass closely by, without hitting you, on nine 
separate occasions, you feel tolerably certain that 
you will come off scatheless on the tenth. 

So you go out, with no serious apprehension as to 
whether you will return to camp at night Some- 
times, to be sure, you don't — but the chance is so 
small as to be barely worth consideration. Usually, 
you are not even curious as to what the work in hand 
may be. It is vaguely probable that it will consist of 
the well-known 'drawing fire,' but you don't know 
for certain, and after a while you don't care over- 
much. 

To-day, however, there is no doubt The wide, 
yellow veldt sweeps away to the horizon — East, West 
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and South unbrokenly. It is only to the North that 
the long kopje mars the even symmetry of the sky- 
line. You are riding towards it You are well 
extended from your neighbour. A few advanced 
scouts are in front You know what to expect 

The plains are not quite level. Gentle slopes run 
down, for a mile or more, into shallow spruits and 
rain-cut dongas. The waving grass is dry, and has 
lost its first freshness by reason of the frosts. Up from 
the further side of each donga the ground rises slowly 
to another low crest No ridge is higher than its 
fellow; no depression deeper than the one before 
it The air is clear and bright, but the distant land- 
scape is half-veiled by a gauzy, purple haze, just 
dense enough to render indistinct horses and men mov- 
ing about over two thousand yards away. You might 
see them, but they would not be sharply defined 
targets. 

Here and there on the slopes are the humpy, mud- 
coloured kraals of the Kaffirs — 'Gunyahs' Tommy 
Cornstalk calls them They are quaint structures, 
primitive and simple. In shape they are like hollow 
globes divided into two halves at the equators, and 
the halves planted, pole skyward, on the ground. 
Sometimes they are plastered with mud — a kind of 
'wattle and daub' — sometimes thatched with grass. 
A tiny arched hole in the side, through which it is 
necessary to crawl in order to enter, is the only open- 
ing. There is no provision for light or ventilation. 
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Fires, apparently, are made outside. Round the 
diminutive doorway there is usually a little wicket 
fence constructed of sticks from the scant bushes of 
the kopjes, or of mealie-stalks lashed together — the 
top of the palisading uncut and ragged In occasional 
more pretentious establishments the fence surrounds 
the whole hut Three-legged cooking pots and 
gourds are heaped by the doorway inside. Fowls 
run in and out of the enclosure. The ground all 
about is trampled hard, and seems to be kept clean 
and well swept 

Close beside the man-kraals are the cattle-kraals — 
low-walled, square or oblong yards built of the loose, 
undressed, unmortared stones that litter the veldt. 
Wonderfully well-built and ' plumb ' are these stone- 
age stock-yards — laborious of construction probably, 
but, without doubt, lamb-proof and dog-proof. A 
single entrance at one end, closed by rails, serves to 
admit the stock. 

About the dwellings, as you pass by, are grouped 
the dusky family — the men-kind ranging from bent 
and white-headed veterans, who might have beheld 
the Great Trek or fought the Voortrekkers, to tiny, 
podgy fellows just able to walk abroad naked and 
unashamed; and the women from withered hags, 
toothless and wrinkled, down to bright-eyed little 
maidens of few summers. In his prime, the Kaffir is 
a fine man — deep-chested, sturdy-haunched, light- 
hearted — and the women, broad-hipped, deep- 
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bosomed, cavern-mouthed and flat-faced, but not 
altogether unpleasing in appearance. The fat, barrel- 
bodied children goggle with astonishment and run 
as you ride by. No bad country this, where the 
babies are so fat and the mothers so strong and 
comely — where the mealie crops are sown, and come 
up and flourish, in fields that have been but barely 
scratched by way of cultivation. 

Kaffir kraals are not bad places to drop into when 
your haversack is empty and your wallets innocent 
of sustenance. That is to say, there is generally 
something to be had — if a commando has not passed 
that way in retreat, or if there be no Mounted In- 
fantry ponies hanging to the cornstalk fence, with 
big wooden, leather-covered stirrups, and overcoats 
tied carelessly to the back of the black saddle with 
string or oxhide that hang loose over the horses' 
flanks. If you see that kind of pony, with that kind 
of stirrup, and that method of rolling a cloak, you will 
know that the Canadians are within — and to go 
a-foraging where the Canadians are doing likewise, 
or may have been, argues bad judgment and an ill- 
balanced braia 

War is not a nice business, and an empty stomach 
has no conscience. Orlando's method of demanding 
food from the Duke in the Forest of Arden was rude 
and brusque, and not to be extenuated — but there 
were points about it If you have had nothing to 
eat since last night, and see no prospect of anything 
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to-night, few scruples will prevent you from obtain- 
ing it in the most expeditious manner possible — if it 
is to be obtained. You know also that, if you do 
not take it, some one else will. So you ride up to 
your kraal. " Got any mealie, Johnny ? " to the head 
of the household. 

" Nie mealie, baas." 

" Any eggs ? " (If he doesn't understand, you point 
to the fowls, and make gestures.) 

" Nie, baas." 

"Melk?" 

" Nie melk, baas." 

You draw your carbine from its bucket, insert a 
cartridge in the breech, and rest it across your legs. 
The movement is not lost on the head of the house- 
hold. 

u Any mealie now, Johnny ? " 

"Ja,baas." 

"Any eggs?" 

"Ja,baas!" 

"Any melk?" 

11 Ja, baas! Ja!ja!ja!" 

And mealies, and milk, and eggs are forthcoming 
from the kraal, with perhaps a fowl thrown in as a 
voluntary peace-offering. If you have any money, 
you give him some. If you have none, you ride away, 
and feel sorry for the Kaffirs, and paoralise inwardly 
on the iniquity of war and its usages. It is brutal, 
but imperative. 
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"Sanguinary rough," says Tommy Cornstalk, "to 
take the poor devils' tucker. But I was hungry." 
And that explains it One must live, even at the 
expense of others. It is simply the law of self- 
preservation stripped of the clothing worn by it in 
civilisation. You do the same thing every day at 
home, only you don't notice it 

The blue kopje draws nearer. Only a mile or two 
now. There will be shooting and riding soon. You 
wonder whether that ' off ' fore-shoe will bring you to 
grief. You are trotting most of the time — that 
wretched English trot which helps the ' Tommies ' to 
give their horses sore backs, and which is the only 
pace these London cab horses seem to know. They 
were given to you as remounts at Bloemfontein, after 
the race thither and sundry ridings round Thaba 
N'chu had used up the last of the good Australians 
you shipped at Woolloomooloo a few months back. 
You feel that you want a bell or a whistle, in order to 
get the best work out of your over-burdened, under- 
fed mount. 

By this time you are the fourth part of a 'left 
flanking patrol*. The main body of the reconnoi- 
tring squadron rides some distance to the rear of 
a widely extended line of scouts. You are level with 
the squadron, but half a mile further out to the left 
than the last of the scouts. It is your business to 
prevent a possibly lurking enemy from 'nippin* in 
behind,' or ' attacking sideways on ' — as it has variously 

4 
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been put The squadron is a little cluster of horse- 
men, extended also, but not too widely to render them 
an unattractive target for artillery. They will draw 
the shell-fire, if there be any to be had. The scouts 
will count the Mausers. 

A mealie field has%to be ridden through. There 
are possibilities about mealie fields. The stalks are 
high enough in parts almost to hide a man on horse- 
back. They may shelter a few hidden sharpshooters, 
or they may contain a commando. You open out 
wider as you enter, and ride through the rustling 
ears and leaves with your loaded rifle ready in your 
hand 

There is no one there. Just on the further edge 
is one of those circular, circus-ring threshing grounds, 
where the women beat out the Kaffir corn — a species 
of millet with little round seeds tufting together at 
its top, from which, when ground between stones, 
they make a coarse bread. To-day there are two fat 
'gins' and a girl, so busily engaged in bagging the 
winnowed seed that you burst upon them suddenly 
from amid the mealie crop— so suddenly that the 
eldest and stoutest of the three comes near to having 
a fit, and can only gasp and stare at you in an 
agonised, helpless way. The girl, shapely and well- 
made, comes forward laughing. But she cannot speak 
English. 

" Where Boers ? " you inquire. 

u Boos! " she says, catching at the word ; " Boos ? " 
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"Ja, Boos! where you think it that pheller him 
go?" you reply, dropping unconsciously into Aus- 
tralese. But she can only shake her head and smil- 
ingly bare a gleaming set of perfect teeth. After 
much gesture, you are not quite certain whether she 
means to imply that the veldt ahead is swarming 
with Boers, or that they have all trekked to an in- 
definite distance, hurriedly and wholesale. 

Kaffir information is seldom to be depended upon 
when you are scouting. Few people other than the 
Kaffir will probably assent so readily to any in- 
terrogative address, if it be that he thinks that a reply 
in the affirmative will be acceptable to the questioner. 
Similarly, if he suppose that ' no ' will gratify, he will 
say no. He is quite impartial. He will give you any 
information you please. Whether it be correct 
matters not to him, so long as it satisfies you. 

"There are horses in that kraal, aren't there, 
Johnny?" 

"Ja,baas." 

" You've never seen a horse in your life, have you, 
Johnny?" 

" No, baas." 

When in doubt he says "Ja". 

"Which would you sooner do or play cricket, 
Johnny?" 

"Ja, baas." 

One refers, of course, to the Kaffir whose only alien 
tongue is Dutch. He is a guileless liar, and generally 
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doesn't know when he is lying and when he is speak- 
ing the truth. At any rate, it is the safest course, 
when your life may depend upon it, never to accept 
information from a Kaffir as being wholly reliable. 
You may usually only arrive at an approximation to 
the truth by carefully comparing the lies, and putting 
two and two together from the whole mass of fiction. 

Half a mile beyond the mealie field and about half- 
way up the opposite gentle slope, was a collection of 
mud huts. The main body had halted temporarily, 
so it seemed to the ' left flanking patrol ' an excellent 
opportunity for supplementing a deplenished larder. 
A man remained on his horse 3 hundred and fifty 
yards out beyond the kraal, and the rest cautiously 
approached the enclosure. It might have been a trap 
— but wasn't 

At the door was the oldest woman in the world — 
the oldest woman who had ever lived in the world 
Shrivelled to what might have been half her size in 
youth; bent, until her head was almost lower than 
her hips; almost without sight or hearing; long 
skinny breasts depending loosely and hideously from 
her shrunken chest; spindle-shanked, nearly naked, 
unintelligent — she was not unlike Gagool of King 
Solomon's Mines. Crouched in the sun when we 
rode up, she seemed hardly to notice us, and remained 
squatting in the same place until we went away. It 
seemed impossible that there could have been an 
older man or woman in existence. 
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" One hundred and fifty," said the corporal, " if she's 
a day! " — and indeed she looked it A white-headed 
'Uncle Ned/ who was probably her grandson, 
strolled about near her. Little niggers swarmed all 
round 

This family seemed particularly impressed by our 
appearance — which was probably picturesque, if not 
clean. Almost ere we could requisition anything, a 
bowl of eggs was brought, and a gourd full of sweet 
goat's milk, and, by signs and jabbering, they 
tendered the fullest hospitality they had. No need 
this time for 'moral suasion/ in the form of rifle 
loading! 

It is perhaps uncharitable to say so, but in the 
light of subsequent events their hospitality can 
hardly seem to have been anything but a lure — an 
encouragement to ride on carelessly, and to assume 
that there were no Boers in the neighbourhood by 
reason of the Kaffirs' friendliness. Bullets came from 
that kraal later in the day, as the reconnoitring party 
retired. But the eggs were good, and we sucked them. 

The watcher without hailed us : — 

" Come on, you fellows. The push's going on. 
Buck up! Wot yer got?" 

So we went on up the rise. Half a mile and the 
crest was reached. Keeping step with the main body, 
we again halted, and looked out over the wide rolling 
veldt The haze was deeper and more blue now, 
and the scouts were nearing the long kopje. 
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From the crest where we were the ground sloped 
away in a series of undulations down to a level plain. 
From the foot of the slope — which was scarcely 
noticeable, and only so because the curtain of haze 
seemed to begin there — the plain reached flat and far 
and unbroken, past the kopje we were interested in, 
to a distant range of indigo hills. And in the plain 
manoeuvred two squadrons of cavalry, moving parallel 
to and in the same direction as ourselves. 

Whom could they be ? We sat and watched them 
from our saddles, whilst our own squadron, three- 
quarters of a mile to the right, remained stationary. 

Now there should have been no British troops 
so close up on our left The First Cavalry Brigade 
we had come from. To the right of it was the 
Fourth. Hutton's Mounted Infantry was behind. 
It was just possible, though very improbable, that a 
couple of companies of Hutton's men had come up 
on our left, in order to reconnoitre the country further 
to the west Improbable, because they could hardly 
have reached there in the time. However, as it is 
usual to send out reconnoitring parties without giving 
each individual an intelligent insight into the ' lay of 
the land,' and the whereabouts of other divisions, it still 
remained possible. That they were using our troop 
formation, and riding in fairly regular order — with 
advanced scouts out in front — lent colour to the 
supposition that they were British and not Boer. 
That they were in a position whither one was almost 
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certain no British troops could have come without our 
having discovered them earlier in the afternoon 
seemed to point to the fact that they were Boer and 
not British. 

We sat undecided Up ahead, the scouts were 
halted — tiny specks of men and horses in the haze — 
apparently right under the long kopje, really half a 
mile from it How were we to make sure of the new- 
comers on our left? The strange squadrons had 
halted likewise by this time. Two or three leaders 
seemed to be riding amongst the ranks. We knew 
not what to make of them. Oh, for the field-glasses 
which we should have carried rather than the useless 
swords. Presently some twenty detached themselves 
from the main body and came riding towards us. 
More mysterious still! Nearer and nearer they came. 
A slight depression hid them from us. 

Far away, and faintly from the long kopje, came 
the quick double report of a Mauser — ping-pong. 
Then again rapidly, ping-pong, ping-pong, ping- 
ping, pong-pong — p-r-r-r-r-p — the scouts had drawn 
their fire. Crack-crack, crack-crack-cr-r-r-r-r-r-ack — 
cr-r-r-r-r-r-ack — the cordite answered, which was con- 
trary to wont The scouts were retiring slowly, 
covering their retreat with rifle-fire. Sometimes it 
died away to a single ping-pong or crack ; then again 
it ripped and rolled across the veldt in a stronger 
medley of sound. We sat watching our uncertain 
neighbours on the left Their main body had turned 
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as the scouts turned, and were edging in towards our 
rear. 

Out of the depression where the twenty had dis- 
appeared, eight hundred yards away, came riding a 
single big man on a white pony. No sign was there 
of the twenty who had started with him. 

Said the corporal: "That settles it. They're 
British, and they're sending across to find out who 
the devil we are. Come on! We'll go and meet 
him ! " So we rode slowly over. 

The distance from the hollow became less than 
six hundred. 

"Hadn't I better get down and cover the bloke ? " 
some one queried of the corporal "He might be 
a Bore after alL Best not give him any show." 

"Well, I don't know," said the corporal, " I " 

Phutt-bang! phutt-bang! (the Mauser only sounds 
double in the distance) phut-phut-phut-bang-bang- 
bang! — bullets came singing and spitting past our 
ears and made little red spirts of dust beyond our 
horses on the ground. Phut-phut-phut-t-t-t-t-bang- 
bang-bang-b-r-r-r-r-ump ! 

" Oh, Lord ! " said the corporal, " time we left 
What a sell ! Come on ! Files about They're try- 
ing to cut us off ! " 

Back we went at a hand-gallop, the little spirts 
of dust and the phut-phut-phut of the singing nickel 
growing less frequent and close as the distance 
lessened between ourselves and the main body. The 
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scouts were nearly back to it also now, riding slowly, 
apparently out of range of the long, blue, innocent- 
looking kopje. No one had been hit A bullet in- 
tended for the ' left flanking patrol ' had sailed merrily 
overhead, and, almost spent, dropped into the belly 
of a horse with the main body. The horse lived and 
worked for a week. 

That is the inexplicable thing about 'drawing 
fire* — how so little damage is done. All the ad- 
vantages would seem to lie with the hidden rifleman 
whose fire is to be 'drawn'. The horseman is an 
enlarging target as he approaches. The man in the 
rocks may choose the position for shooting which 
he fancies best, may select his favourite range, may 
pick his man — but he seldom hits him. 

Once, a troop consisting of four-and-twenty men 
and two officers went forth to investigate a mine 
superstructure and a 'tailing-heap,' close by Roode- 
poort on the Rand There were from one hundred to 
one hundred and fifty Boers in a deep ditch — a ' sur- 
face drive ' it would be in Australia — which lay just 
before the buildings. Thirty feet in front of the 
ditch stretched a barbed-wire fence, and the ditch 
was not visible until the fence was reached The 
troop came to the fence, and drew a paralysing volley. 
They wheeled and raced. For several hundred yards, 
before the slope of the ground hid them from sight, 
they were under the rapid Mauser magazine-fire. 
There were bullets -through helmets, haversacks, 
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clothing, saddlery and two horses — but that was 
all! 

Yet, if you think of it, the first shot is the only one 
that may be effective. And the marksman generally 
makes too sure — just as you are liable to miss a 
kangaroo at twenty feet if you don't take the usual 
pains over aligning the sights. And when once the 
horseman has turned, and is increasing the range 
with every second, he is the poorest target possible. 
You may pump lead at him, but you don't hit him. 
You will probably forget to adjust your back-sight 
as he alters the range from five to seven hundred 
yards. 

Another explanation of the often very bad shoot- 
ing of the Boer is that the Mauser — a comparatively 
new weapon to him — is marked in metres, whereas he 
has learned to shoot in yards with the old Martini 
or the American-pattern rifles. But that is as 
may be. 

The squadron was trotting back by this time to 
where it had parted from the Brigade — scouts as a 
rear-guard. Away back, little dots were sliding out 
of the long kopje and slithering over the veldt in 
pursuit A properly carried out reconnaissance entails 
something of the distasteful upon the men who parry 
it out It is unpleasant, and a trifle humiliating, to 
be chased — more natural to stand and fight. But 
it is the proper game — to run when you have 
drawn the enemy's fire. You are not there to fight 
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him. You are to find him out, and go back for your 
big brother to wallop him. 

The 'left flanking patrol* of the advance had 
become the ' right flanking patrol ' of the retirement, 
but the retirement was slightly oblique, and half a 
mile further east than the line of advance. 

Opposite the kraal where Gagool lived more bullets 
came spitting by. From near the mealie field an- 
other shower. Beyond the mealie field, the troop 
leader sent the writer with one man on a pleasant 
mission. We were to ride out to the right, six 
hundred yards, and see whether there was any donga 
or spruit where the enemy might be concealed in 
order to rake the main body as it passed by. " Good- 
bye," said the troop humorously, "see you on the 
Day of Judgment! " It seemed likely. 

Out six hundred yards there were no bullets. Out 
fifty more and the air above our heads hummed with 
them. But they came from a cluster of galvanised 
iron huts nearly a thousand yards away. 

The Division was riding up to meet us — a long 
line of horses and khaki. Bang! went a Horse 
Artillery gun, and the shell 'whooshled* over our 
heads to check the advancing Boers. Pom-pom-pom ! 
and the little one-pounders of the Vickers-Maxim 
scurried away on the same mission. A few hundred 
New Zealanders from Hutton's Brigade rode out in 
open order and passed through us. 

The Division swung round to the right. Bang! 
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bang! — a couple more guns. A premature shell-burst 
spattered the veldt with shrapnel just in front of the 
Maorilanders. We joined the regiment 

Beyond doubt it had been proved that the long 
kopje contained Boers — 'Quod erat demonstran- 
dum'! 

The Division moved along down a shallow depres- 
sion towards a great dam. We were to bivouac 
The fight, if there was one, would come off next day. 
From ahead came the rip-rip-rip! of the New 
Zealanders' rifles. The Mauser bullets were splashing 
up the dust as they fell spent three hundred yards 
from u& We came to our camping-ground. The fire 
died away with the dusk. 

There had been an incident which we learnt of 
only that evening. As the scouts were advancing, 
the horse of a shoeing-smith of the 'Greys' had 
stumbled in an ant-bear hole. The rider's leg was 
broken, and his mate stayed with him When we 
retired they had been far off our line of retreat, and 
had been forgotten. The friend of the injured man, 
under a hail of bullets from the on-coming Boers, had 
galloped back with the led horse. Up came the Boer 
Commandant to where the helpless smith lay. 

" What ? badly hurt, old man ? Sorry ; hard luck ! 
Have a drink of water. Wish I had whisky to offer 
you ! " — and he passed on, being in a hurry to get in 
another shot at the ' verdomde rooineks '. 
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CHAPTER V 

THE OUTPOST 

If you have ridden all day through the Bush with 
the thermometer at one hundred and live degrees 
Fahrenheit in the shade, you are naturally pleased 
at sundown when you dimly realise that here at last 
is rest, and a temporary cessation of the overpowering 
attentions of the flies. You swing to the ground, 
glad to stretch your cramped limbs, slip the saddle 
from the hack, and the pack-saddle from the pack- 
horse — tumbling them anyhow on the grass — and pro- 
ceed to hobble the horses. You collect little sticks, 
and make a fire ; spread out your blankets, and watch 
the quart boil; put in the tea, and thank God that, 
for eight or nine hours the small worries of life on 
the road will not beset you. You take your hat off, 
and feel at peace with all men. 

To you enter a confounded hairy man. In lan- 
guage less polite than to the point he intimates that 
you have camped in his cultivation paddock; that 
your parentage is doubtful, and your bringing-up 
disastrous; that he has never in his life beheld a 
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person so divinely dowered with impudence as your- 
self ; and that he will not feel obliged to you if you 
remove yourself and your belongings elsewhere. He 
will in no wise feel hurt if you decide to deny his 
paddock the benefit of your presence for the night, 
in fact he insists upon your doing so. 

You point out to him that nothing remains of the 
finest wheat crop in the district save stubble, that the 
water-hole in his creek is the only water to be met 
with in many miles, that you are exceedingly fatigued, 
and that he is a d— d ill-grained swine. Which 
latter statement does not placate him, and you are 
obliged to go. 

It is your own fault When you jumped that dog- 
leg fence you knew well that you ran the risk of 
subsequent ejection by a hairy man. Trespass was 
writ large in barbed-wire. It is no more than you 
might have expected Nevertheless, it is the Dead 
Finish. 

When you have ridden all day across the veldt, 
with the strength of your mount at one quarter horse- 
power, you are not sorry when the Adjutant de- 
mands ' markers ' from your corps to align the position 
of your horse-lines in the camping-ground. You may 
have been scouting half the day. You may have 
been ' drawing fire/ or fighting a wearisome and de- 
sultory rear-guard action. Your rations may have 
been in the raw, as uncooked meat and flour; and 
by reason of not having had sufficient halting space all 
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day to prepare them for consumption, you may have 
gone hungry. You may have been looking forward 
to getting the burden of saddlery and kit off your 
weary beast, and giving him to eat what little of 
oats remains in your attenuated feed-bag. You may 
have been fortunate in the matter of loot, and have 
a fowl in your haversack, together with a few pota- 
toes and a little mealie-meal in your wallets. The 
bandolier, with sixty cartridges, and water-bottle, and 
haversack will have been cramping your shoulders. 
You are looking forward to a good 'feed,' and a 
subsequent pipe beside the fire you are going to 
kindle out of the fence-post you have carried in front 
of you for the last hour or more. And then the fine 
sleep you will have — the welcome, friendly forgetful- 
ness — when you can dream that you are back again 
in a land of peace once more, where there are no 
homes wrecked, and you must go out of your way 
a little to stumble across misery and distress. 

When you have found your lines, and driven in 
your picket-peg with the hilt of your sword, and 
unstrapped your overcoat and rear-pack, and taken off 
your saddle and 'dressed' it with the others in a 
line in front of the horses, under the direction of a 
pedantically accurate sergeant-major, you feel that 
here, at least, is peace, that for a few precious hours 
you will be left to yourself and the attendance upon 
your own very pressing personal needs. 

To you enter an execrable hairy man. In brief 
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but unanswerable terms he warns your troop for ' out- 
post \ As an afterthought, he enjoins upon you the 
necessity for ' looking slippery \ Your single swear- 
word speaks volumes. You will roll your coat again ; 
you will strap up your rear-pack ; you will adjust the 
many-buckled saddlery ; you will don the harness of 
water-bottle, and haversack, and bandolier once more. 
You will mount and ride again, and above all you 
will look forward joylessly to a night without food 
or fire, and an interrupted sleep. This again is the 
Dead Finish. 

There are few colloquialisms more expressive of 
wearisome disgust, dissatisfaction and discontent than 
is ' Dead Finish '. It is almost synonymous with ' the 
Last Straw '. 

The troop goes out There are twelve men, a 
sergeant and a couple of corporals with a subaltern 
officer in charge. Everything is carried as on the 
march. The Adjutant will accompany your officer 
to point out to him the position you are to take up. 
It is almost dark. Behind, as you ride out over the 
veldt, glimmer the little fires of the bivouac, and the 
subdued hum is wafted to you of thousands of men 
busy with the preparation of their evening meal. 

A simultaneous whinny from the lines tells you that 
the feed-bags are being put upon the horses. The 
metallic click-dick-click of a picket-peg being driven 
in sounds faint and far away. Presently you rise 
over what is the skyline from the camp, and are alone 
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in the night Miles and miles ahead a single star- 
like gleam marks come far off Boer watch-fire. Out 
in the east, over the long kopje of the day's work, 
the sky is paling. There will be moonlight soon. 

What a deuce of a distance we are going out to- 
night ! It seems hours and hours since we saddled up 
disgustedly and left the lines — the luxurious lines, 
where there is food, and rest, and sleep. There will 
be an issue of bully-beef to-night, and we shall miss it 
If the carts come up, it is rum night We shall miss 

that also. D n outpost! D n everything! 

What is it all worth — this weary, worked out, unsatis- 
factory old war? Why not have stayed at home, 
and lived the old life unbrokenly? We would be 
sitting down to dinners and teas now — in clean shirts 
and more or less fine raiment There would have 
been a good smoke, a game of billiards, a theatre, a 
dance, music, newspapers — and then, a warm bed 
with clean sheets on it Think of it— clean sheets! 
Clean sheets and a full stomach — surely that is 
heaven! 

Why couldn't England have 'bucked up' and 
fought her old war herself ? We're not getting any- 
thing out of it We're losing time, and money, and 
place. We have made ourselves liable to be spoken 
to as though we were serfs and not free Australians 
by any bumptious boy calling himself 'Second 
Lieutenant'. Second Lieutenant! Ye gods — by 
any 'bounder* of a sergeant-major, by any cocky 

5 
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corporal, by any new-chum wearer of the lance stripe. 
We have dug latrines, and buried mules, and made 
graves. We are crawling with vermin. We are tired, 
and stiff, and hungry, and we are going out ' on out- 
post 1 . 

Why did we ever come ? This isn't charging into 
battle. This isn't racing through a flying foe. This 
isn't getting the Victoria Cross. Where is all the 
'pomp and circumstance of war'? Where are the 
bands and the martial music to play us into action ? 
Where are the clouds of drifting smoke we've read 
about? Where's that 'thin red line,' and all those 
gorgeous uniforms that used to make war picturesque, 
and romantic, and spectacular? Where's anything 
but dirt, and discomfort, and starvation, and nigger- 
driving ? Who wants to participate in a shabby war 
like this? 

Oh, you growling swine, Tommy Cornstalk! If 
you had been rejected, been sent home from Rand- 
wick because of your varicose vein or your hollow 
tooth; fallen off your horse in the riding test, or 
failed to hit the target when you were tried on the 
range — you know well what it would have meant 
Can't you think of how you would have gone back to 
the station or the township, downcast and shame- 
faced ? Don't you remember how lucky you thought 
you were when you marched down George Street 
to the ' trooper ' ? What about the hour or two when 
all the people were howling mad over you, when the 
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girls you didn't know came and kissed you, when the 
effusive males who didn't go themselves handed you 
bottles of beer to quench the magnificent thirst you 
had cultivated betwixt the barracks and the boat? 
How did you feel then? Don't you really— deep 
down in your heart — consider that you are getting 
your reward ? 

Isn't it something to be marching, and fighting, 
and starving with these Englishmen ? Supposing that 
they are the scum of England — if they are — isn't it 
something for a one-horse volunteer crowd like you 
to be a squadron of such a regiment as the one you 
are with — a regiment which was fighting before there 
was an Australia, a regiment which saw Waterloo and 
Balaclava? And another thing — isn't it something 
to have shown a regiment like that how to scout, how 
to take cover, how to ride, how to shoot; how, in 
short, to play this particular game as it should be 
played, and in the only way by which there is possi- 
bility of success? Isn't that something, you discon- 
tented dog ? 

Go — go out to your comfortless outpost Have no 
supper. Make no fire. Just take your two hours' 
watch, and your four hours' sleep in your lousy 
blanket, and thank God that you are privileged to 
be here — yes, privileged — instead of reading about 
it in newspapers and books, and not knowing. 

The position assigned to the outpost is just below 
the skyline of another ridge. One can hardly speak 
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of these almost invisible elevations as ' ridges \ The 
plain, when you ride over it, seems nearly quite level, 
and viewed from afar it seems to be so also; but 
there are little watersheds in it which form the ridges 
and the valleys, and the dongas in the valleys. If 
you are on a crest, you see more land, and the horizon 
is farther off than when you are below it It is not 
unlike a calm sea, with just a long swell humping it 
up into faintly visible hillsides of wave and trough — 
level as a whole, but not in detail. An outpost 
placed upon the summit of one of these 'waves' 
would be conspicuous against the sky to an enemy 
approaching from the ' front Accordingly, it is 
usually stationed a hundred or two hundred yards 
below the crest, and sentries are placed out far enough 
to command a view of the country from which attack 
may be expected When you have come to your 
allotted place in the ring of outposts you are ' num- 
bered off ' from the right 

"One, two and three — first relief; four, five and 
six — second relief; seven, eight and nine — third re- 
lief," says the sergeant That is to say, that the first 
three men will furnish the first round of sentries, 
who will do duty for two hours until relieved by the 
second group. Their places, in turn, will be taken 
by the third. Thus, the first sentries will have four 
hours in which to sleep before being called up again. 
Each corporal will take one of two of the remaining, 
and patrol between his own and the next post at 
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three— or four — hourly intervals. The odd man will 
be kept as an emergency. He is liable to be called 
and sent out at any hour, but as a rule has a full 
night's sleep. His is the lightest 'duty' in the out- 
post, but may quite easily become the hardest, accord- 
ing to circumstances. 

From a larger outpost, ' Cossack posts ' are often 
sent out A 'Cossack-post* consists of a N.C.O. 
and three men, who picket their horses a considerable 
distance from the main post, and provide one sentry 
at a time. They are usually placed in isolated posi- 
tions, where it would be unwise to risk a larger body 
of men, or between two posts, when the distance 
separating them is greater than usual. 

The two first sentries are stationed some two hun- 
dred yards out in front, and from two to four hundred 
yards apart The third man of the relief watches 
over the horses, and is ready to rouse his sleeping 
comrades in case of an alarm. He carries a time- 
piece, if such a thing is available, and, five minutes 
before his two hours expire, calls the sergeant, who 
posts the next three men. Each of the corporals 
takes his man and rides out to find the right or left- 
hand post — a by no means easy task in this open 
veldt, where an absence of landmarks and similarity 
of country tax one's powers of 'bushcraft' to the 
utmost After placing his sentries, and giving them 
the countersign, the officer in charge returns to his 
post with the sergeant The sergeant's duties for 
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the remainder of the night consist of ' marching ' the 
reliefs every two hours. He is also responsible to 
the officer for the conduct of affairs, and the correct 
timing of the goings out of the ' relief s ' and ' patrols \ 

The moon has risen over the dark hump of the 
long kopje. The worn out, still saddled horses cast 
weird shadows over the grass — one or two lying 
down, the others forlornly engaged in cropping so 
much of it around their pegs as the head-ropes will 
allow. The men have put on their overcoats — those 
excellent cavalry cloaks which are the best part of 
the equipment — and are busy unrolling waterproof 
sheets and in slipping their blankets from beneath 
the saddle. Strictly, the blankets should remain 
where they have been all day, but these nights are 
too cold to lie down without some means of warmth 
other than this cloak, and so the loss of them is risked 
by their owners. Should the post be rushed, or at- 
tacked, there would be no time to remove the saddles 
and replace the blankets beneath them, and they 
would have to be abandoned, unless carried away on 
their owners' arms. Fortunately, however, for the 
comfort of outposts, Boers do not often attack. 
When they do, there is usually no ' get away \ 

The outpost is tired to-night, and does not talk 
much. There has been no tea, because it was too 
late to light fires. Nothing to eat, either, but a pos- 
sible biscuit Some one was to have come from the 
camp with bully-beef, but seems to have lost Jhe way, 
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or not to have started So it is a far from hilarious 
outpost A man is speaking in low tones on the 
subject of dealing with coloured races. 

"Wen me brother Mick was in Mason's survey 
camp — doin' axeman — he come across a cove out near 
Walgett who had a black feller with him drovin'. 
This bloke useter bring cattle in from Queensland 
ter Muswellbrook. Went by the name o' Kale — 
K-a-l-e — rum name. Useter give th' nigger a quid 
a month and his rations. Good enough for a nigger, 
too. 

"Ev*ry now 'n-then, th' nigger useter wanter be 
settled up with, an' Kale'd look at a book an' pretend 
to be squarin' up his account ' Well, Jacky,' Kale'd 
say, ' y got a pound er terbacca on the fifteenth ? ' — 
' Yes, that right,' Jacky'd say. ' Well, that's a pound 
y got, an' a pound y* didn't get, ain't it?' — 'Yes, 
alright,' Jacky'd say. 'That's two pound, ain't it?' 
Kale'd arst him. — 'Yes, that right,' Jacky'd say. 
' Thaf s eight bob,' Kale'd say. 

"'Well, Jacky, here's another item,' Kale'd say. 
'You got five bob on the twenty-first?' — 'Yes.' 
' Well, that's five bob you got, an' five bob you didn't 
get, eh?— 'That right' 'Well, that's ten bob,' 
Kale'd say. 

" ' On the thirtieth y' got a dozen o' matches,' Kale'd 
say. — ' Yes, that right,' Jacky'd say. ' That's a dozen 
y got, an' a dozen y* didn't get, ain't it now ? ' — ' Yes, 
that right, Mista Kale,' Jacky'd say. 
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'"Well, that's nineteen bob, ain't it?'— 'Yes, that 
right' 'Well here's th' balance, Jacky. Don't get 
drunk on it,' Kale'd say — an' gave the pore dam 
nigger a bob. The black bo/d wonder how it was 
he never seemed to have anything owing to him, 
but he was too 'plurry plash' to let on he didn't 
know all about it 

" Now, all niggers are too ' plurry plash,' so I carn't 
make out w'y the English Government gives these 
drivers on our transport four-ten a month w*en they 
could get 'em for a quid, an' dust 'em down over 
that too. Y' ntus* keep niggers down. If y* let a 
nigger think he's 's good's a white man, y* can't do 
nothing with him. 

"Now, there's that cove Frank on our cart All 
that push that play cards under the cart of a night 
lets him chip in. They say to him : ' Y' black swine ! ' 
— an' he answers back an' calls 'em ' white swine,' an* 
they on'y laugh. Frank was goin' inter Bloemfon- 
tein one day, an' he met a bloke from the ' Carles,' 
an' seys, ' Hullo, you white swine ! ' So the bloke 
from the ' Carles ' up an' knocks him down. I reckon 
Frank was never more s'prised in his life. He jus' 
lay there hollerin', an' singing out : ' All right, baas, 
I didn't say it again, I didn't say it again'. But it 
was their fault — those coves that'd encouraged him 
to reckon he could chaff any white " and so forth. 

You may light your pipe before turning in, if you 
like, provided that you do not make too great a glare 
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of light You must cover your head with the blanket 
when you strike the match. What a blessed thing 
tobacco is, after you have got past the first sharp 
stage of hunger! If you smoke a pipe, and tighten 
your belt a hole or two, you may imagine you have 
eaten a good dinner — supposing you have a very 
vivid imagination. 

Soon every one on the post is sleeping the deep, 
wholesome sleep of the thoroughly tired. You go to 
bed with your bandolier on, and your carbine close 
at hand, on outpost Neither do you remove boots 
or spurs. The sentry on the horse lines walks up and 
down, and prays for relief. 

Down where the other sentries are it is very still 
and lonely. Of all the occupations of active service 
to which the private soldier is liable, there is none 
so arduous and responsible as that of a sentry on the 
line of outposts. He is in the front rank of the army. 
Nothing lies between him and the enemy. On his 
alertness rest the safety and the lives of his comrades. 
They may only sleep securely if he be wakeful and 
watchful. If he sleep, if he relax in his vigilant out- 
look he endangers not only his own worthless self, 
but his comrades in the outpost, the Brigade behind 
him, the Army itself — even the Empire, when it only 
needs another reverse or two to draw the interven- 
tion of a foreign power. 

There is no offence in the calendar of soldier's 
crimes more heinous or far-reaching in its possible 
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consequences than a sentry's neglect of his duty. 
No punishment can be too great for the man who 
sleeps upon his post There can be no excuse, no 
extenuating circumstances. Even should he be kept 
awake for seven nights in succession, he should be 
shot without mercy if he slumber on the eighth, whilst 
a sentry in a responsible position. One may be sorry 
for him. His may be the hardest and most pitiable 
case in the world, but his punishment should be death 
— not so much because of the actual personal offence 
of which he has been guilty, as for an example to 
deter other men from doing likewise. 

And, strange as it may seem, this is the actual view 
of nearly every soldier in the army. There was a 
story at Modder River of a man who slumbered on 
his post and was awarded seven years' gaol, whilst 
his friends — the men of his own regiment — clamoured 
for his death. 

A sentry who sleeps on his post has committed the 
unpardonable sin. On the other hand, it is almost as 
criminal for a commanding officer to detail men who 
have not recently had a fair amount of rest for this 
onerous duty as it is for the sentry to sleep. Sentry- 
duty should not come more frequently than once in 
three nights. 

You begin your watch heavy with sleep. That is 
the dangerous period, when you are most liable to 
yield. You hear the sergeant and the man whose 
place you have taken ' swish-swishing ' through the 
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grass back to the post You are hardly awake yet 
The sergeant has warned you not to stand upright 
as a mark for possible ' snipers,' but you feel yourself 
that to sit down would be almost to court slumber. 
So you walk up and down, with your carbine at the 
'support* across your body, and your face turned 
Boerwards half-interestedly. You stumble over 
tussocks of grass and bump into ant-hills, and wonder 
vaguely why you are there and whether the time will 
pass quickly until your turn comes for more sleep. 
By-and-bye a realisation that the night is cold, and 
sharp, and frosty thoroughly awakens you. 

The moon, well in its third quarter, is flooding all 
the veldt with its silvery illusive light. The long 
kopje looms up under it — black, mysterious, ominous. . 
Away, very far away in the distance, the range of 
hills you had seen when scouting this afternoon — 
or was it yesterday afternoon? — rises, light-bathed 
and ethereal, out of a low-lying sea of faint white mist 
To the rear, a few thinly twinkling points of light 
mark a wing of the British camp — Hutton's Brigade 
probably. You cannot see your own. The outpost 
is not visible either from where you are. On your 
right, a tiny black spot shows the position of die other 
sentry. The uncanny stillness of the night gets on 
to your nerves. You feel terribly alone. 

You see something dark and dim out in the long 
grass. It is vague, ill-defined, shadowy. What can 
it be ? For a moment it looks like a crouching man. 
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You half-expect the flash of a rifle and the sing of a 
bullet You watch, and watch, and strain your eyes 
with watching — until they fill with tears, and you 
have to rub them clear again. There is another one 
five yards away, and another to the other side, and 
another, and another — a whole line of silently ad- 
vancing Boers! 

How uncertain this moonlight is! Is it time to 
fire ? If one could only consult with the other sentry 
about them What is he doing? The silly fool 
seems to be just walking up and down. Can't he see 
them ? Won't it be better to shoot first and challenge 
after? 

The long range of hills afar off flickers, and curls 
and warps up into the sky as your eyes swim again. 
They must be men, but why don't they advance, or 
fire, or do something ? 

You kneel down in the grass and rest your carbine 
over an ant-hill, and then you silhouette the square 
top of a stone fence-post against the sky, and wonder 
why you didn't think of it before, and the other Boers 
evolve themselves into stone fence-posts too. 

Half an hour must be gone by now — no, three- 
quarters. It seems ages since the sergeant went 
away. If one could only do something to keep back 
the sleepiness. It is cold sitting down, too. You get 
up and walk again. 

How about a smoke? Risky, reprehensible — but 
you must have one. It doesn't do to show a light 
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towards the outpost, lest the lieutenant see you and 
become annoyed. It won't do to show one to the 
front, lest the Boers be close at hand and fire possible 
volleys So you fill your pipe — a difficult matter 
when your fingers are frozen stiff. What of matches ? 
There are some loose in your haversack — the last 
of their kind. They are wooden ones, but you have a 
bit of striking paper from the side of the box stowed 
away in your helmet. You crouch down behind an 
ant-heap. Then you lay your helmet on the ground 
with the apex pointing to your front Unbuttoning 
your overcoat, you pull the collar up over your head 
Kneeling, you strike the match in the helmet, and puff 
vigorously at the pipe. With your hand over die 
bowl, you rise up cautiously. The white smoke 
curls up into the frosty moonlight. You feel more 
wakeful and content. 

It must be freezing now. Down in Bloemfontein 
people had said, "Wait until you start again in the 
winter. That's when you'll feel it Why, half the 
army will be frozen to death before you cross the 
Vaal — and when you do cross it, and get into the 
High Veldt, you won't be able to live for cold." And 
it is cold. But gloriously healthy. Use accustoms 
you to it Were one sleeping in a warm house every 
night, it would be suicide, almost, to lie out with 
only one thin blanket in these white frosts, but after 
three or four months of roofless, open-air living it is 
no great hardship. Except when it rains. 
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Something is coming over the veldt up on your 
left — two men on horseback, talking together in low 
tones. The patrol coming in. Up they ride to 
within fifty yards of you. You challenge: "Halt! 
who goes there?" — "Friends." "Advance one and 
give the countersign." One of them rides slowly on, 
the other remaining where he is. " Pelican," says the 
corporal ; * warm weather, ain't it ? " His companion 
rides past, and they return to the outpost You envy 
them. 

Amongst the many stories which one heard of a 
certain well-advertised London volunteer corps, it 
was related that a member of it, being on ' sentry-go/ 
was approached in the ' wee sma* hours ' by his com- 
manding officer. The sentry was not able, by reason 
of an impediment in his speech, to challenge properly. 
"S-t-t-op! w-h-o-'s that?" he inquired nervously. 
" Friend," came the reply. " M-m-m-well, c-c-come 
up to the counter, and sign " ! 

In the fulness of time, after you have been dunking 
that all upon the post are asleep, and yourself a fixture 
until morning, you descry the relief coming out. You 
challenge, and get the countersign as a matter of 
form, and then go back to your downy couch. If 
you haven't taken the precaution to cover up your 
blanket with the waterproof sheet, you will find it 
wet with frost when you crawl beneath it 

Four more hours, and you are out again. It seems 
like five minutes since you came in. Your first watch 
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was from ten o'clock until twelve. You have slept 
from midnight to four in the morning. And the end 
of this two hours brings you to the new day. You are 
relieved just in time to roll your coat and replace it 
upon the saddle, and to adjust your blanket and water- 
proof sheet No time to light fires — the Brigade is 
moving early. So, if you possess a biscuit, you eat it 
as you prepare to move off, and mount and ride again 
upon an unfed horse — which is the ' crown of a sor- 
row's sorrow*. 

Once an outpost of Australians were doing duty 
near Boesman's Kop by Bloemfontein. There were 
no rations, nor any apparent prospect of any. A cow 
at daylight passed close by a sentry on her way to 
water at a dam. A happy thought came to him — 
that cow was probably a Boer. So he decided to 
take no risks, and shot her dead. There were rations 
that day. They came from the cow, in the shape of 
beefsteaks. How was the sentry to know, when the 
cow didn't answer his challenge, that she was not a 
kind of ' wooden horse of Troy ' ? He could risk no 
surprises. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE BIVOUAC 

This morning the place was bare, and empty, and 
desolate, save for the white farmhouse beside the 
great stone-banked dam — and it added, if anything, to 
the desolation. 

Some 'Jan' or 'Piet* had come galloping across 
the veldt at noon with news of oncoming rooineks, 
who poured over the country like a swarm of locusts, 
eating up and devouring everything that lay in its 
path — ruthless, overpowering, merciless alike to 
women, and children, and aged people. 

They were so many nothing could stand against 
them * Their shrapnel searched every kopje and 
cluster of rocks. They had left the railway, and were 
sweeping on alone in die open veldt It was not true 
that the Englishmen got lost and died when they 
went away from the railway. It was not true that 
they had used up all the horses from England before 
they had come to Bloemfontein. All those men had 
horses — many horses, and waggons, and cannon. 
Yesterday they had fired a Maxim-Nordenfeldt into 
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Sard Du Plo/s garden, and had killed Tantie Du 
Plo/s best cow. 

It was not true that they had no Maxim-Norden- 
feldts. They had one, at any rate, for a little devil 
had cut his hat's rim — here, at the side. See it! 

Tantie must trek. The Kaffirs must inspan the 
oxen. There was no time. Even now, their scouts 
were not two hours away. Yes, yes — she must go. 
Would she wait to be misused by these 'verdomde 
rooineks ' ? Would she wish to see her babies tossed 
on the spear-heads of the wicked lancers, her home 
rent, and riven, and burnt over her head ? 

White flags! What of white flags? They no 
longer cared about them. Why, they had had three 
of them over Du Plo/s chimneys when they fired 
upon the English scouts — and yet the little devils of 
Maxim-Nordenfeldts had come — crack-crack-crack — 
into the garden, and they had had to run like Kaffirs 
to get away from them. The Englishmen had be- 
come ' slim ' themselves in the matter of white flags. 
Last week a lyddite bomb had blown to pieces Hans 
Larsen and his son, as they fired from a kraal over 
which they had taken the precaution to mount a 
white shirt No, she must not talk — she must trek. 

It is that 'kerel' French who is coming, and, al- 
mighty, but he comes quickly, and no one knows 
whence. He must be off soon to warn others. Let 
her inspan at once. It was no time for waiting. 

And the poor woman has inspanned, and piled her 
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best belongings, with her babies, on the waggons; 
and has gone, white-faced but unweeping, before the 
vague terror of the accursed rooinek, whom, the 
predicant has told her, knows no respect for wife, 
or maiden, or mother, or little child. And to-night 
her house shelters a General of Division. 

From the little farm it must seem a strangely 
altered scene this evening. Where, at sunrise, a few 
oxen grazed quietly, and were the only living things 
for many miles, the veldt is covered by a great 
gathering of men and horses. Away to the left, the 
blue smoke of another great camp hangs like a thin 
veil above the land, and, back in the rear, there is 
another brigade guarding the immense convoy which 
keeps on coming in until long after dark. 

Our own camp is half a mile long or more; and 
nearly as deep as long, with its guns, and waggons, 
and red cross ambulances. Mules linked together in 
fours and fives are being driven to water by yelling 
and screaming Kaffir boys. The far side of the big 
dam in the hollow is fringed with drinking, bare- 
backed horses. Wild-looking men in khaki chase 
squawking fowls about the huts of the Kaffir farm- 
servants. An unkempt ruffian in a torn shirt is cut- 
ting the throat of a squealing pig behind the house. 
Horses are tied to the big willow tree. 

Red lapelled staff officers come and go from the 
front rooms. Now and then a dapper little man in 
yellow riding boots walks out upon the stoep, and 
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says something that causes men to spring to take 
papers from his hand, and mount, and ride away at 
breakneck speed. An anxious-looking colonel dis- 
mounts stiffly from his horse, hands the reins to a 
trumpeter who has come with him, and walks inside. 
Soon he reappears with the dapper General, talking 
quickly in a low voice. The General holds a half- 
unrolled map in his hand He spreads it out on his 
knee, uses his forefinger as an emphatic pointer, and 
appears to be insisting upon something. The colonel 
smiles and nods, and seems to have comprehended 
Whereat the little red-faced, stout man is apparently 
pleased. He goes inside again with a cheery " All- 
right. Good-night" Johnny French must have an- 
other of those wonderful movements of his simmering 
in his brain. 

Somehow, French doesn't strike you with any idea 
of his being the smart man "he is — except when you 
notice the shrewd, twinkling little eyes that seem to 
take in everything about him. He certainly does not 
look the ideal cavalry leader. There is nothing of 
the Brigadier Gerard in his appearance. Short, 
dumpy, jaunty — sitting a horse rather like the pro- 
verbial sack o' flour; if you saw him booted and 
spurred in Cape Town you would almost put him 
down as a colonel of infantry, who had learned to ride 
from a Red-Book in a riding-school at considerable 
pains. And yet, they say he is a hunting man, and 
rides straight enough. In dress and person he is 
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always neat When you salute him he returns it 
courteously with a smiling face. When he finds fault 
there is, one hears, no mistaking his meaning. Staff- 
signallers will tell you that his vocabulary does not 
lack of means of emphasis. They relate a tale of how 
he had once spoken to a luckless Brigadier who had 
contrived to mask the guns of ' French's Pets ' in a 
certain action, and it was said that the recipient of 
his address seemed to pray for the advent of a six- 
inch shell by way of a change of subject It was 
probably not true, but they report him to have in- 
quired sarcastically as to whether the Brigadier was 
of any possible use whatever, whether he could lead 
ducks any better than he could lead cavalry, and to 
have finished with a simple statement to the effect 
that the youngest subaltern in the other Brigade 
could lead that of the gentleman in question better 
far than he could himself. 

He is a wonderful little man. Except in the one 
matter of considering that horses are made of iron 
and can thrive better on long and rapid marches than 
on oats, his men give him credit for never making 
a mistake. The trust and pride of the private soldier 
of his Division in his infallibility and achievements 
pass all understanding. Whatever may be the work 
in hand, every one feels absolutely confident that, 
though it may not always succeed as fully as expected, 
it will never be bungled so long as 'Johnny' has 
control of it And if, in any of the towns, the sur- 
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rendered Boers should ask you whom you serve under, 
and you reply, " French/' they will gape at you as 
being something above the common run of ' rooineks '. 

He has acquired an almost demoniac reputation 
amongst the Boers for being able to be in two places 
at once. "What is the use?" they say. "We dig 
trenches, and place cannon, and keep the khakis 
back for hours ; and with our spy-glasses we think we 
see his cavalry lurking behind — but, presently, round 
he comes on our line of retreat, and we are obliged to 
trek quickly, lest we be caught and hemmed in, as 
was Cronje at Paardeberg." 

In the lines the horses are eating their evening oats, 
and the men all busy cooking. It is a curiously 
interesting and picturesque scene. 

When you look ?Jc a bivouac at night Modern War 
loses its modernity. Smokeless powder, seven-mile 
ranges, unseen death — all the adjuncts of our civilised 
methods of settling disputes are hidden away in the 
darkness. There are only the little twinkling fires, 
the tired horses, the hungry men, the smell of cook-' 
ing, the quiet voices and the laughter and snatches of 
song just as it might have been a thousand years 
ago. Whether men kill one another with axes or 
with magazine rifles, they are still men. They must 
sleep, and eat, and be cold. The English camp on 
the night before Agincourt couldn't have been very 
much different to this in appearance. It makes you 
feel somehow that, after all, we haven't improved 
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very much in the centuries. There are railways, and 
steamships, and electricity, and adequate drainage in 
cities, and ' heaps ' of other ways of making life more 
healthy and agreeable — but, in the end, when we 
want to settle a question between individuals or 
nations we come back to our own nature, and settle 
it still after the manner of the beasts of the field and 
the fowl of the air. 

There are three regiments, with from three to four 
squadrons apiece, in the Brigade, and a battery of 
Horse Artillery. Each regiment is in 'mass* for- 
mation with regard to its squadrons — that is to say 
the leading troop of the squadron is on the 
front line, and the others behind it, in succession, 
to the rear — so that the squadrons lie side by side, 
and are of about the same depth. Every horse is 
allowed sufficient space to ensure him non-interference 
on the part of his neighbour. Between the parallel 
squadrons a narrow street is left. Between die 
regiments the streets are a little wider. Behind each 
squadron is its transport, and behind that again the 
transport of the regiment as a whole. In rear of all 
are the Army Service waggons, and a little way aside 
of them the ambulance vans neatly dressed in line. 
The battery is usually on the right of the Brigade — 
with its guns and ammunition-waggons in rear. 
Seen from a distance, the whole seems to be a little 
more than a large cluster of men, horses, guns and 
waggons, jumbled together anyhow — but when you 
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come closer you will see that all is duly ordered, that 
everything has its place and allotted position. 

Almost in front of all are the little 'one man* 
green and white tents of die officers, and just beyond 
them the headquarters of the Brigade, where good 
'Uncle Tom* — most popular of Brigadiers — shows 
his red lamp o' nights. 

The dingy saddles and arms are arrayed in order — 
each saddle before its horse, and the whole line 
'dressed* correctly. It is only a 'one night* camp, 
and so there are not many of the tiny blanket-dwell- 
ings — built with swords and carbines and bridle- 
reins — such as spring up when the march is checked 
for a day or two. Men are moving about with jackets 
unbuttoned and puttees removed, and are a motley, 
shabby crowd enough. 

Dreadful to contemplate, horrible to relate, but 
necessary to mention if one would seek to give a 
truthful picture of the minor aspects of a campaign, 
are the efforts of mankind in African warfare to rid 
themselves of the loathsome vermin which infest 
clothing and blankets and person, and every moment 
of existence. It is a shocking state of affairs, and few 
escape— even though there are some who will not 
acknowledge its existence, as far as they themselves 
are concerned. One consolation men offered them- 
selves — that the plague was of the veldt, and there- 
fore unavoidable. 

Insecticide is no good. Neither do cleanly habits 
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mitigate the evil. There is but one means of keeping 
down the population. You must hunt, and you must 
kilL And so, when you behold half-naked men 
seated upon their kits, earnestly and laboriously 
scanning their shirts, and grunting with satisfaction 
at intervals, you will understand what it means. 
When a column halts in the afternoon in order to 
bivouac for the night, one of the first things infested 
men do is to squat down on the ground, pull off their 
shirts, and seek what they may find 

One feels almost apologetic for having written of 
such a subject, but it is just as much a feature of 
warfare as are battles — more so, even, than battles, 
for the battles are simply occasional episodes, but the 
' Scots Greys,' or ' Roberts' Horse,' as they have been 
almost universally termed, like the poor, are always 
with you. 

The name bestowed upon these awful insects is not 
complimentary to the Second Dragoons — but it may 
have been the motto of that gallant regiment — 
' Second to None ' — which suggested the comparison 
to the original libeller. The 'Greys' of the veldt 
are certainly ' second to none '. 

Fuel was always a problem If you could get a 
post, or half a post, you were indeed fortunate. It 
meant comparative luxury. You might cook — sup- 
posing there was anything to be cooked — and after 
that you could sit round the tiny blaze and feel that 
there really was some comfort left in the world after 
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all It was cheerful, even, to look at the warm glow 
of two little burning sticks. Sometimes you got part 
of a door, or a window-sash, or a flooring-board A 
baby's cradle, the leg of a piano, a railway sleeper — 
anything that would burn was worth its weight in 
transport. 

The Boers themselves depend for their fire on an 
evil composition known as 'mest'. It is essentially 
dried cattle dung, and you may see it in process of 
manufacture for the market in the Kaffir locations 
in any of the towns They collect the raw material 
on the veldt, or in the cattle kraals, puddle it up in 
tubs with water, cut it into cakes, and stack it to dry 
in the sunlight It is not the pleasantest thing in the 
world to cook with, but once alight it gives out a 
good heat, and in a country where wood is so scarce 
and valuable that stone posts are cheap for fencing, 
the possibility of obtaining even such a fuel as ' mest ' 
is something to be thankful for. 

Biscuit-boxes are excellent kindling fuel, but diffi- 
cult to obtain, and transitory and uncertain in their 
effectiveness. Moreover, they are the peculiar per- 
quisites of Quarter-master sergeants and cooks, and 
unless you are a gifted thief you are not frequently 
able to get away with them. Railway sleepers are 
solid and lasting, but, being saturated with tar, burn 
smokily and with prejudicial effect upon the taste of 
rations cooked in their flames. 

Best of all are the wooden fence-posts. They are 
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not 'split,' but are the solid round trunks of blue 
gum saplings, and they burn with the fragrant scent 
you know so well — so that if you shut your eyes, as 
you sit round the fire smoking, visions of ' somewhere 
else ' come to you dreamily across the months. 

The Netherlands Railway— or, to be correct, the 
Corporation that branded its rolling-stock Z.A.R.S.M. 
(Zuid Afrikaansche RepubliekSpoorwegMaatschappij) 
thoughtfully fenced its permanent way with blue gum 
posts. There are none left along the line now. What 
few the invading army passed by on its way to Pretoria 
have been carefully culled by the subsequent patrols 
that rode between the little entrenched stations seek- 
ing dynamite cartridges. There were many posts on 
the farms. That was how you were able to judge 
whether a farm was fairly prosperous or not You 
did not look for fat cattle or good crops. You sought 
wooden fence-posts. And when you beheld them 
you knew that the late occupant of the farm had been 
a member of the Volksraad, or a holder of Govern- 
ment concessions, or a Landrost No one but a 
wealthy man can afford to fence with wooden posts in 
South Africa. And they were truly a Godsend to 
Tommy Atkins and Tommy Cornstalk. If, towards 
evening, when there seemed to be a prospect of get- 
ting into quarters for the night before very long, a 
Brigade should happen to encounter a line of wire 
fencing with wooden posts, such event was hailed 
with the utmost joy and gratitude. Lines of men 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE BIVOUAC 91 

spread along it on either side of the direction of the 
march, and, by the time that the last waggon had 
rattled through the opening made by the wire-cutters, 
there was no fence remaining for a mile or two to left 
and right Should the march not come to an end so 
soon as expected, men often carried heavy posts on 
their shoulders or across their wallets, for hours and 
miles. Any labour was worth undertaking for a fire 
at night 

A six-pound bully-beef tin is an excellent and provi- 
dential article of veldt culinary ware. You pick it 
up empty at daylight in the lines, and fasten it to 
the end of your carbine-bucket, where, during the 
day, it plays a picturesque and not unmusical part. 
At nightfall, after you are fed, you fill it with water 
and boil the fat and dust out of it on your fire, and 
you possess an invaluable utensil. You may carry 
water in it, or you may draw your tea and coffee in it, 
or you may boil down your scraggy beef, or make a 
curry, or a rice pudding, or the satisfying and sus- 
taining mealie-pap. At a pinch, you may use its 
flat side as a writing-desk. 

The cavalry mess-tin is a poor thing — a simple 
frying-pan of shallow make, designed rather to hang 
easily from the saddle than to possess any intrinsic 
merit as a cooking-pot — but the infantry tin, that is 
indeed a friend of man. It does not carry well on 
horseback. It is built to sit upon the rolled blanket 
which the foot soldier bears in the ' small ' of his 
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overladen back ; but of all useful, convenient, adapt- 
able, blessed contrivances it is surely a prince among 
pots. About seven inches long and four wide, it is 
oval on the one side and flat upon the other. It is a 
little deeper than wide. There is a handle to the 
body by which you may lift it on or off the fire. Its 
lid is a frying-pan whose handle folds within, and a 
tin plate is fitted ingeniously into the top of the pot 
You may boil your mealies and fry your steak at the 
same time, and when you have eaten the former to 
the last vestige, you may draw your coffee in it. 
Truly, it comes next to the cavalry cloak as a good 
and sensible piece of equipment No kit, as an 
advertisement would say, is complete without one. 

Night comes down over the great camp — sudden, 
black, cold The little fires twinkle through the 
legs of horses. Over in the Artillery lines a great 
group of overcoats stands out against a brighter 
blaze. The gunners are burning a Boer waggon and 
giving a concert Queer barrack-room ballads — 
just as Kipling renders them, only more so — are 
roared out into the night 

Git up, you ord'ly man 1 

Git up, you ord'ly man ! 
Carn't you 'ear the ord'ly aargint call-in ' ? 

Git up an* clean th' room, 

Or the clinkll be y'r doom — 
Y11 be up before old Squidgy in the morn-in'. 

Their songs have many verses, and many quaint 
features, but they are not the kind of songs which 
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would be popular at tea-meetings. There is a grace- 
fully graceless ribaldry about the majority of them 
that keeps them also from ever getting written. 

There was a mess of four in that bivouac — and in 
many other bivouacs of that march to Pretoria. 
Sometimes it shared two biscuits and a little raw 
beef, sometimes it fared sumptuously on the best 
that the land had to give. To-night heaven had sent 
a Canadian He had ridden jauntily into the lines, 
inquiring for his 'outfit' — which was the Second 
Canadian M.I. No one knew where the Canadian 
M.I. might be. The night was black as ink, and 
seemed to threaten rain. 

" Say," said the ' Yank,' " kin I throw down with 
you boys, then ? Guess you are the Australians, ain't 
that so? Waal, if I carn't find any more Canadians, 
I reckon th' Australians comes pretty close up. 
Y' don't mind if I throw down in this hyar /0-cation, 
do yew now ? Guess I kin contribute my share to the 
festive board" 

We knew not the verb ' to throw down ' — but, as 
two fowls hung to one side of his queer saddle and 
a leg of mutton to the other, we intimated that he 
might, if he chose, do as he desired 

So he ' threw down ' — that is to say, he untied the 
various knots of buffalo-hide and string which kept 
the saddle in its place, picketed the remarkably fresh 
pony in the lines, and disposed of his blanket and 
coat amongst our kits. And we assisted in the cook- 
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ing of the poultry and the mutton, as well as in the 
eating thereof, and they were very good, and after 
they were all gone except the bones and the feathers, 
we were able to supply him with some real tobacco 
to chew. You cannot chew Boer tobacco. 

So, whilst the thin smoke of our pipes lost itself 
amongst the stars, and the little flickering flame at 
the end of the fence-post lit up bearded and dirty, 
but no longer hungry faces, an hour or two passed 
pleasantly enough in yarns, and lies, and lazy anec- 
dotes. One spoke of cane growing on the Northern 
River, and waxed enthusiastic over the great forests, 
and the red cedar, and the soil. Another became 
eloquent as to lucerne on the Hunter. Another lied 
of little fish that came out of artesian bores where he 
lived Another, who was an Irishman and a police- 
man, recounted some few of his adventures and mis- 
adventures whilst in charge of a lunatic on the 
Madeay. 

The Canadian chewed and spat royally into the 
fire until it was in danger of extinguishment, and told 
us of his doings of the day. 

" Now, I'll jes' tell yew boys what one of those 
something French's Scouts had the darned hide to 
do, or raither to try to do, during the day. I reckon 
he had a pretty f0*-siderable section of real, slap-up 
cheek, too. 

"Y^ see, two of the boys, and yours truly, we 
slipped away from th' 'outfit' f see what we could 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE BIVOUAC 95 

pick up sorter permiscuous like. We moosied along 
over the darned veldt until we came to a Kaffir kral 
— a pretty good kind of kral, too— mud cabin an' 
bamboo fbrin's. Must'er b'longed to pretty w'althy 
col'd gent, I guess. And we sees a lot of ponies 
browsin' roun' in th' prairie. After a deal of trouble, 
we corralled the mustangs in one of them stone corrals, 
an' calc'lated to fix ourselves with n-mounts and a 
spare hoss or two to lead along to the ' outfit '. So 
we sot down to make a pot of tea, before catching 
the ponies an 1 gettin' along. 

" Bymbye, up comes a leftenint of French's Scouts, 
with a yaller boy ridin' behind him, a-leadin' his pack- 
horse. An' he sees our n-mounts. So, without so 
much as having the ^-liteness to ask for one, he sails 
in an' commences to help himself to the pick of our 
private stud We watched him select his fancy — an' 
he took a deal of care in pickin' it out One o' th' 
boys remarks to him: 'Say, mister, what are y* 
calc'latin' to do with that there pony y' got roped 
up thar ? ' He allowed he was goin' t* have it ' Oh, 
no,' my friend sez, quiet like ; ' oh, no, y*r not — they 
jes' about b'long to me 'n my friends here.' 'My 
deah fellow,' sez French's Scout, ' they do not They 
b'long to the Kaffirs, and I'm goin' ter requisition 
this one. I'm an offcer,' he sez; 'I hold Her 
Majesty's commission.' 'Waal,' sez Charley, '/ 
might hold th' angel Gabriel's ^-mission, an' then 
agin', y* mightn't,' he sez ; ' but I guess y' jes' goin* 
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t' leave that darned hoss whar he is. We've taken 
the trouble to run them in/ he sez, ' and we jes' about 
con-elude that they are our private prop'ty. An' what's 
more,' he sez, ' I guess /r lookin' f r trouble,' he sez, 
1 an* I kin tell yew yVe come right har whar you kin 
git it! ' he sez. 

11 An' at last we con-vinced him that our title was 
O.K., an' he left in a dam hurry to see the provo'- 
marshal about it 

" But this here's what stuck in my neck — his own 
hoss was good, an' fresh, an' fit for anything, but he 
wanted to take one of our remounts to give to his 
nigger — yes, gentlemen, to his darned useless nigger! 
If his own hoss had bin knocked up, we'd bin happy 
to sell him one, supposin' he'd asked f r it civil and 
nice, but he ackshally — true's I'm sittin' right har — 
he wanted to give one of our hosses to his darned 
Jim Crow coon! We couldn't 'low that, so we hunted 
him an' his darned son of a sweep away." 

As you make your bed so you must lie upon it 
If you wake up in the night with an impression of 
lying across a small kopje it is quite your own fault 
You should have kicked down the tussocks and re- 
moved the loose stones before you spread out the 
waterproof sheet 

There is a good deal of art required in die making 
of a comfortable bed if your only material consists of a 
mackintosh sheet, one brown blanket and an overcoat 
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On these frosty nights you have to get the maximum 
of warmth out of the minimum of material You pull 
the saddle round so that its seat faces the direction 
of the wind, and stand it up on end so that the side- 
flaps make a small shelter for your head. Inside 
the saddle you make your pillow out of haversack, 
towel, helmet — anything available that may serve your 
needs best To undress, you remove your spurs and 
boots, and unwind the puttees from your legs. If 
you wrap your feet up in your puttees they will keep 
them warm, but the best plan is to leave your boots 
on, and pull a pair of woollen socks over them — pro- 
vided, of course, that you possess the socks. You lie 
down upon the waterproof sheet, pull the blanket 
up to your ears, and spread out the coat sideways 
over it Then you tuck blanket and coat round your 
feet and under your sides, pull the thrice-blessed 
'Balaclava' over your ears, light your pipe, and 
thank heaven fervently for the many luxuries it is 
your privilege to enjoy. 

It is a queer life this. No one at home can know it 
exactly as it is. No one out here can quite describe 
it It is rough, it is hard and it is dangerous, but it 
is intensely interesting and exciting. The glorious 
healthiness of it is its perfect charm. There are 
fever, and dysentery, and pneumonia — but, provided 
that you can keep dear of these, you will almost 
fatten on it There is also, of course, considerable 
danger of what a certain member of the much- 

7 
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quoted Canadians termed 'darned lead-poisoning' — 
meaning thereby, the chance of going under to a 
bullet — but that is the element which supplies the 
excitement, and, as a matter of fact, is far less a real 
danger than the bad water and insanitary surround- 
ings. 

War may be immoral, and deplorable, and bar- 
barous, but from the point of view of the combatant 
(not the women and children) there are many worse 
phases of existence. It is a big sport, a gamble with 
fate — and, as such, while the human composition re- 
mains human, it will never cease to exercise a certain 
fascination and attractiveness to man. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE BATTLE 

THE long rocky ridges overlooking the road down 
which the Boer convoy disappeared at dusk last even- 
ing is a bleak, windswept, unhappy place at dawn. 
It has been an unhappy place all through the long 
darkness — a lonely, inhospitable, barren perch upon 
which lost souls might roost and bemoan their fates 
in the small hours and be in keeping with their sur- 
roundings, but where flesh and blood feels that it is 
distinctly a trial of patience and endurance to spend 
eight freezing hours. 

All night the bitter wind has whined and whistled 
through die rocks, moaning sadly in die long dry 
grass and about the scanty bushes, thrusting its icy 
hand into one's very body through cloak, and tunic, 
and jumper, and woollen shirt To stand upon die 
summit keeping watch had been as though one walked 
naked along the weather side of a ship's deck in 
Southern seas. The clear brightness of the stars 
blazing and twinkling in a cloudless sky overhead has 
accentuated die keen chill of existence on this iceberg, 
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glacier, snowfield — anything but good, dry, warm, 
hospitable earth. 

At dusk, our rifles had flamed long-range volleys 
into the valley, and we had prayed for just one little 
field-gun, for just one handy Maxim to reach die 
crawling oxen, that slowly and haltingly, but bravely 
and surely, dragged the last of the Boers' waggons 
into safety and escape behind the little rise that 
covered their crossing to the river. We had been too 
few to make the sudden dash that would have given 
diem to us, too far ahead of the slow batteries that 
might have wrecked and splintered wheels and dissel- 
booms and covers, and mowed down die patient oxen 
where they toiled laboriously to shelter. One Maxim 
might have done it One pom-pom would have cap- 
tured them at five thousand yards, but our little 
carbines could not check the slow escape at half that 
distance. 

Once, as die last waggon came slowly into die field 
of fire, it had halted and remained. Through glasses, 
the spit of the hailing nickel had made on the ground 
about it a litde dust squall. Two yoke of oxen fell 
before it, and the cart seemed to be over. Yet brave 
men had come through the storm of death leading 
slow oxen, and had gallantly drawn the waggon the 
hundred yards that had to be crossed before it dis- 
appeared from our straining eyesight in the fast 
gathering gloom. Brave, dauntless, determined 
men those — whether sjambok-threatened Kaffirs or 
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plucky Boers — and one could hardly hold back a 
cheer even, as the almost abandoned team crawled 
into safety round the shoulder of the tiny hillock. 

The Boer may be an unenlightened, slothful 
1 waster \ He may not have too well-defined notions 
as to treachery and guile. He may play the white 
flag trick — but he is no coward Black-hearted Ben 
Viljoen had led a team of horses to save a pom-pom 
on the Tugela, alone and single-handed, and had 
saved it, and been credited with his brave deed ; but 
that Boer or Kaffir driver who brought the slow 
bullocks into the rain of bullets in the cold dusk of 
that winter evening by the Gatsrand did something 
which, had it been a gun and he an Englishman, 
would have won for him the V.C. and a justly and 
well earned fame. In point of merit it was a deed no 
whit behind the saving of the guns of ' Q ' Battery at 
Sanna's Post Heaven alone knows now what the 
cart contained. Had it been bar-gold instead of pos- 
sible mealies, or shells, or furniture, its salvation from 
us could not have been more worthy of respect, or 
more admirable and gallant than it was. 

Here, at daylight, as the cold sky paled and yel- 
lowed and flamed into the crimson promise of a glorious 
day, we sat among the rocks and shivered The ridge 
we had occupied through the night sloped, not very 
steeply, up from the valley we had been ascending all 
yesterday afternoon, but dropped in a sudden steepness 
below us into as fair a vale as ever man had gazed upon. 
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A tree-lined river meandered down a fiat White 
farms dotted its banks, and little plots of ' cultivation \ 
Beyond it stretched a grassy plain to the low, rocky 
foothills of a line of purple ranges over which towered 
one great berg higher than its fellows. All about 
the horizon weird spidery structures with tall smoke 
stacks stood out black and sharply cut against the 
fresh sky. Over all brooded the calm of early 
morning — the quiet peacefulness of a world not yet 
awake. 

It was the promised land, the lost Eldorado of so 
many months which had been the ultimate cause of 
our coming from all the quarters of the globe — the 
rich, blood-bought gold-reef, which, argue as we may 
concerning the enlightenment we distribute with bullet 
and lyddite, or the visions of Dutch confederation 
which Paul Kruger and Steyn, his dupe, might have 
dreamed, was, and is, the great final casus belli of 
this bloody struggle between Dutch and English for 
supremacy in South Africa. 

One could not gaze out over the quiet valley and 
beyond the dim ridges to where the great mine 
buildings stood — some of them still sending up thin 
columns of black smoke into the clear air, and still 
seeming to be worked — without feeling that here, 
at last, was the thing we had been marching, and starv- 
ing, and getting fever, and dying for all these months 
past ; that here, indeed, was the great reward of toil, 
and danger, and sickness, and blood that had been 
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spilt as water over half a year and more. This was 
the thing that was to pay for Magersfontein, and 
Colenso, and Stormberg, and the Tugela — for the 
sufferings of the women and little children of Lady- 
smith, and Kimberley, and Mafeking. Here it was — a 
long system of a particular kind of dirt, occurring in a 
peculiar geological fashion and containing a yellow 
metal This was the prize, the great bone of con- 
tention which the big dog was taking from the little 
one — and taking it simply because he could not avoid 
doing so. 

O land of gold and greed, mysterious lying and 
open cheating, how much have you to answer for! 
The burned homes, the bullet-pocked walls, the new 
graves, the pestilential hospitals, the brave lives — 
how great and strong for good you will need to be- 
come ere you pay for all these ! Treasure, and Life, 
and Love. These are the items of your vast indebted- 
ness, and the last not the least Do you think, 
Golden Rand, that you will ever liquidate your 
liabilities ? 

Over there, vaguely beyond the ranges, lies Jo- 
hannesburg. Somewhere not very far across the 
veldt the ill-starred Jameson brought his idiotic raid 
to an inglorious finish. What a finish — we have not 
come to it yet. 

The sun rises out of the shoulder of the great berg. 
There are no Boers in all the valley. Everything is 
still and tranquil, as it always should be in this vale 
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of peace. From the farmhouses on the river bends 
the blue smoke curls up into the morning. Cocks 
crow distantly below our feet The road that leads 
behind the little hillock stretches clear and white 
from out the narrow pass on our left hand There is 
no sign or trace of the convoy that trekked along 
it yesternight, save a couple of black specks very far 
away that may be dead oxen. 

They have all gone apparently — gone again as 
always. We march, and march, and march day after 
day, week after week, and we never come to hand- 
grips with our wily foe. Will they ever stand and 
fight us ? Will they ever give us the chance we want 
so badly of bringing the war to an end in one grand 
death-grip? Are we always to trek, trek, trek till 
the Day of Judgment, and never catch and close with 
them ? Will they defend the city ? 

What a joke it would be to shell Johannesburg! 
From all accounts it would be a glorious place to 
wreck. And then — the loot Think of it, you who 
own it — how would it be if we, the saviours of your 
dividends, had had to blast your assets with common 
shell. Our stars — but it would have been funny! 
Mayfair, Rondebosch, Durban, Delagoa — how you 
would have squirmed as you read. It would well-nigh 
have been as comfortable for you in the cold veldt, 
where you would, at least, have had the distraction of 
doing, as to be biting your nails and fuming impo- 
tently over the wires that told of your stores, and 
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banks, and suburbs under the blighting influence of 
the Four-point-Sevens. 

The sun rose higher. Up on the ridge the wind 
that blew all night had stopped the frost, but down in 
the sheltered shadow of the hills it covered the grass 
in great patches like thin snow. The cold breeze 
had died away at dawn, and now, though still bitterly 
raw to half-starved men, the day was slowly brighten- 
ing and mellowing in the golden sunlight 

They were strange figures that huddled amongst 
the rocks. Unshaven, dirty, wolfish faces looked 
grimly out from woollen caps and mufflers as the tired 
men sat in their blue-black overcoats, with the great 
collars sticking up about their ears, carbines^ resting 
across knees, the thin reek of disreputable pipes 
tingeing the clear air. 

Last night had been supperless. No one knew 
where the Brigade might be, save that it had halted 
somewhere behind in yesterday's valley. We could 
not see back to overlook it because the ridge was 
flat on top, and wide ere it fell away. The horses 
had remained at the foot with their holders all night 
We had had no blankets, nothing to eat or drink, and 
there was going to be no breakfast The day was 
bright enough, and the sky blue, and the view magni- 
ficent — but how may you appreciate a fine day, and 
an azure sky, and a glorious prospect when there is 
nothing in your inside but a hollow ? 

A man came up on the ridge who said we were to 
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rejoin the Brigade and draw more ammunition. Had 
he mentioned biscuits or bully-beef he would have 
been appreciated and popular. As it was, the mes- 
sage he brought got him disliked. We had emptied 
our bandoliers into the convoy last evening, so that 
the order to replenish them out of the ammunition- 
cart hardly augured anything out of the common. 

We gathered up haversacks and water-bottles, and 
wended our weak way down the slope to where the 
poor limp horses and the profane horse-holders 
hung their heads and cursed the cold night respec- 
tively. 

The Brigade had camped below the ridge. The 
Fourth were across the valley, upon the other side of 
the pass, and Hutton's Mounted Infantry were tumb- 
ling along with their guns from behind. The long 
train of transport-waggons toiled up the valley. 

When the little packets had been untied, and the 
slim cartridges stowed away in the bandoliers, we 
mounted and rode back to a farmhouse in the rear, 
where there was a dam, in order to water the horses. 
There was absolutely nothing left at that farm except 
some hay, which a foraging Cornstalk had discovered 
in a loft — hundreds of bundles of it Fowls, pigs, 
sheep — everything — had been eaten up over night; 
so we watered our horses, and strapped two bundles 
of hay apiece to the rear of the saddles, and rode 
back to the Brigade, which was forming up to march. 

Down through the narrow road between the hills 
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the dingy column rolled heavily in the dust Sweat- 
ing engineers threw gravel and rocks into the ruts 
and ditches so that the jolting guns might pass by. 
Dragoons, Hussars, Cornstalks, Canadians chaffed, 
and spat, and smoked by the roadside. The cloud 
of fine white dust rose high into the air. If there 
were any Boers watching from the Berg they would 
know, without doubt, that the khakis were coming. 

At the foot of the steep hills some sort of order 
evolved itself from chaos. Batteries pieced them- 
selves together again. Harassed mules drew bump- 
ing Scotch carts to their rightful regiments. Troops, 
and squadrons, and regiments and brigades reformed. 

The Fourth Brigade drew away to the left, and rode 
to find a crossing-place higher up the river. We 
went on down the road, past the hillock where the 
dead trek-oxen lay, and a little pool of dried blood 
had congealed by the side of the track — past a white 
house, and a garden, and a store on to a short wooden 
bridge that led across the little stream, and where 
the column narrowed into 'files' and crossed more 
slowly, the scouts spreading out and galloping over 
the plains beyond the farther bank. 

The trees along the river were beautiful weeping 
willows, shady elms and great Cape-mulberries. 
Then the flat extended before us — waving grass that 
shone as a wheat-field in the morning sunlight — and 
stretched away to a low line of rocky kopjes im- 
mediately in front, and a short two miles away, sweep- 
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ing round the left extremity of the tiny range and on 
up into low rolling ridges. Beyond the line of rocks 
towards which we moved there was another and a 
higher series, separated from the first by a gently 
rising plain. Beyond them, again, rose taller hills, 
and from their midst the great blue Berg dominated 
all, and seemed to frown upon us as we came riding 
over the plain. 

The quiet glory of a divine day rested over every- 
thing. Doves cooed musically in the river timber, 
one red-brick house to the left nestled in a bend 
Six tall poplars grew before it, bare and leafless now. 
The inevitable white flag flew from a chimney. 

As we left the bridge and the river we spread out 
across the plain in long lines twenty yards apart 
Each man was fifty from his right and left hand 
neighbour. Something was in the wind, but no one 
knew what Perhaps Johnny French had known, 
and that was why we extended so rapidly to the most 
open of open order as we came on to the wide plain. 

Until the guns open you never know that you are 
going into battle. So many times were the usual 
precautions against surprise taken by the leaders, and 
so many times did emptiness of event characterise 
the day's operations, that we had begun to be scepti- 
cal as to whether ' opening out ' really meant anything 
or not — whether all preparation for possible combat 
were not, after all, a mere matter of form. There 
were, of course, signs and omens that might point to 
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an engagement, as, for instance, when the ' Pick-me- 
ups ' (ambulance waggons) followed dose up to the 
firing line. But, as a rule, it was never safe to 
prophesy an action until the first Boer shell came 
howling overhead Brer* Boer was so very much an 
adept at lyin' low an' sayin' nuflin' until the time came 
when he considered he might say it with most effect, 
that it frequently came about that you were in the 
midst of a hot fire although, half an hour before, you 
would have readily betted against any possibility of 
such an eventuality. And, just as frequently, after 
you had been cautiously 'feeling' some 'dirty' 
country for half an afternoon you would find that he 
was not there. 

You are half across the plain now — riding loosely 
and carelessly through the rich grass, the hungry 
horses reaching greedily for a mouthful of it every 
now and then. The black dots of scouts have reached 
and passed the first line of rocks. They are in the 
little strip of open country between that ridge and 
the next 

Ping-pong! 

" Hullo ! what's that ? " you ask yourself aloud, at the 
same time gathering up the loose reins and pulling 
your horse together. All eyes are straining after the 
specks that move across the open, but, as you ride 
forward, the ridge in front just hides them. 

Ping-pong! ping-pong! ping, ping, ping-pong! 
pong, pong — p-r-r-r-r-r-mp ! — ping-pong! ping-pong! 
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It is the overture. A running, ripping, far away crash- 
ing of rifle-fire comes from the second ridges. You 
cannot see the scouts, but you know how they are 
racing. They are getting it 'pretty hot,' and some- 
how it seems to you rather funny. 

Ah! Now it is our turn. 

Far away, on the left shoulder of the great Berg, 
a little white cloud, wonderfully clear and distinct, 
has risen into the blue sky. You have seen it before 
— that beautiful, white, woolly cloud 

For a long time nothing seems to come of it. Five, 
ten, fifteen seconds slip by and the day is just as still, 
and calm, and beautiful as before. Twenty seconds — 
and a deep, solemn, reverberating ' boom-m ' trembles 
through the clear air. 

a It's close now. Is the dam thing coming my way ? " 

The great Creusot shell suddenly whistles and howls 
high overhead, and, almost as soon as you have heard 
it in the air, it bursts with a thunderous, sudden 
' bang! ' that cuts short its devilish song, throwing up 
a great column of dust and dirt and stones behind 
you, and seeming to blow a man and a horse who 
are near it into a thousand pieces. Almost before 
the dust and blue smoke and smell of powder have 
drifted away you see that man pulling his astonished 
charger on to its feet again ! The long lines of horse- 
men move slowly over the plain. 

It is the first note of an infernal symphony which is 
to be played all day. 
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Again the solemn 'boom-m* — but this time from 
another place, and with no white cloud. Again the 
shrieking flutter in the sky, and again the crashing 
burst and flying stones — away to your left 

Still the steady lines move forward 

From the Berg the white tuft of smoke once more 
drifts up, slowly and peacefully, into the blueness. 
This time you count the seconds carefully. Between 
'nineteen* and 'twenty* the great gun booms out 
its note to you. 

There are no sound symbols to express that rush- 
ing, howling, whining whir-r-r, as the ninety-six 
pounds of destructiveness cleave their rapid, invisible 
way through the air — but it is a sound which you will 
never confuse with any other in your life. 

The abrupt explosion again cuts it short. This 
one bursts just short of the leading line. You rapidly 
reckon up the range. Twenty seconds divided by 
five gives four. Roughly, you are- four miles away 
from the black-powder Creusot It is somewhere 
about seven thousand yards. 

Good shooting! They have put in one just too far 
and another just too short The next ought to do 
something. 

Two more hurtling shots from the invisible Long 
Toms dig harmless holes in the veldt to left and 
right 

The whole plain is full of horsemen now. They 
come on — quietly, ordered, slow — towards the rocks. 
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It is the wonder of discipline. Nobody enjoys being 
shelled Every one would rather be somewhere else. 
It is no ' picnic ' to behold sudden death arriving by 
the hundredweight Hardest of all is it to walk your 
nervous horse, and to keep the intervals and 'dress- 
ing' of the open ranks so that you do not bunch. 
But just because that cool Colonel — who is as a 
gentle old lady in camp — gives no order and makes 
no sign you ride forward, a better man than in all 
your life before, because you have learned your lesson 
of blind obedience, even unto Death. 

Some squadrons edge over to the open ground on 
the left that passes by the end of the ridge. We 
are evidently going to occupy those rocks. 

The Berg puffs its smoke into the sky once again. 
Again the long waiting. Again the weird scream — 
and then — b-r-rump! bang! — the shell plumps right 
into the midst of the moving swarm of horsemen, a 
hundred yards to your right front and close beside a 
horse. Through the drifting dust and dull smoke 
you see him lifted off his legs backwards and thrown 
to the ground across his rider. You notice that a 
hind leg kicks feebly— once, twice — and is still. The 
man's head and shoulders are towards you. His left 
hand neighbour digs in the spurs, gallops suddenly to 
where the lifeless heap of man and horse lies in the 
grass beside a great new hole, and dismounts and 
bends over the stricken pair. 

Suddenly his hand goes up, and he seems to have 
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called, for another man races to the spot Together 
they drag, and pull, and shove — and, ere you are past, 
one of them is supporting a reeling, drunken, limp- 
legged figure who is, mirabile dictu % yet alive — 
though he himself does not seem quite certain of 
the fact He staggers back on foot, his comrades' 
arms about his shoulders, and sits down on the ground 
with his dazed head in his hands. 

The fear of God is in your heart, but still you ride 
slowly forward 

From somewhere in the second line of rocks a new 
note reaches you. It is closer and louder, and so 
close that you are able to see the faint vapour of each 
discharge slowly curling above the bushes. Almost 
as soon as the sound of it, comes another rending 
'bang' in the air above, and a beautiful cloudlet 
forms itself out of nothing and sends a sudden rush 
of screeching shrapnel bullets tearing up the dust — 
just where no one happens to be. 

The three great guns in the background are drop- 
ping their ponderous missiles all about the flat now. 
The air is full of their rushing flight One of them has 
discovered a Horse Battery as it comes out from the 
river across the flat behind us. It is galloping ' for 
all it is worth,' and the great shells drop closer and 
closer each time, seeming to cover it with dust, but 
not to check it 

That Battery Commander knows what he is about 
The Red-Books teach him to bring his guns out in 

8 
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a clump, affording thereby an excellent target for 
Long Tom, instead of sneaking them one by one into 
position. But he zig-zags this way and that, to left 
and right, across the plain, dodging, as it were, the 
range of the big fellows in the Berg. 

Bang! — sudden, quick — in the rank ahead of you, 
right at a horse's head ! 

In the flash and roar of the bursting shell, you see 
the stricken man throw out his arms. As the horse 
rears backward he comes to the ground clear of him, 
and lies spread-eagled with limbs outstretched, and 
blackened, bleeding face staring dumbly into the 
smiling heavens. 

God! — it was sudden. His brother is beside him, 
lifting a white, horror-stricken face, as he holds the 
battered head upon his knees. 

"Come on, you fellows; never mind that man," 
cries the troop-leader, trotting back to where you 
pause like a crowd at a street accident You ride 
slowly past the dead man It makes you feel bad 
inside, but wild to rush the fifteen-pounder on the 
second ridge which did the work. 

Now, from its left, comes a sound you had been 
expecting. Pom-pom-pom-pom-pom-pom-pom-pom — 
like an even succession of heavy strokes upon a drum. 
Horridly screaming past, the little devils go ripping' 
through the lines of horsemen, knocking the dust up 
all about, but doing no damage— crack-crack-crack- 
crack-crack-crack-crack-crack ! 
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As the ridge draws closer the din becomes terrific 
The great cannon by the Berg boom out their 
solemn notes unceasingly, and their terrible missiles 
keep on dropping all about the plain, throwing up 
huge red spouts of dust and dirt like miniature vol- 
canoes in eruption. From a closer range five or 
six lighter pieces of artillery shell the ground ener- 
getically to our left, as the greater part of the troops 
on the plain edge that way. There is a continual 
screaming, rushing noise that fills all the sky. The 
day shakes and trembles with the Titanic crashing 
sounds. All the devils of hell are loose about the 
world 

As we halt below the ridge the Berg sends a mes- 
senger to the left extremity of the rocks. It lands 
where they join the alluvial Such heaps of flying 
stones and clods of earth spin up from where it 
strikes as to make you feel that the kopje is in danger 
of falling down. 

The pom-pom in front is turning its attention to 
the right now, where a regiment of Canadians are 
stretching at a gallop to seize the flank of the ridge 
we occupy. The fifteen-pounder sends a message to 
us to quit, but it flies overhead low down and bursts 
behind the horses. This little gun means to give 
some trouble. 

Dismounted, with carbines — we are crouching in the 
rocks and grass, spread out all along the ridge The 
plain stretches grassy and fair before us to where that 
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horrid gun works just beyond our reach. Its almost 
invisible haze shows faintly among the bushes. An- 
other shell comes and bursts in the air lower down — 
a hundred yards too short — and tears the ground 
with shrapnel We seem to be in for a warm time of 
it if we stay here. Another shot, and they will have 
our range accurately, and will pepper us. 

But suddenly the quick, loud crack of cordite seems 
to burst in our very ears. Something roars overhead. 
A little tuft of smoke lifts above the opposite ridge 
some way beyond the Boer gun. Our own batteries 
are coming into action behind We are between two 
fires. Long Tom howls over us at the battery, the 
battery spits at the fifteen-pounder within its reach. 
They lose no time. 

Our vis-i-vis bursts a shell in the rocks, and a 
flying stone breaks a man's arm. Quickly again 
comes the smack of the cordite — and again, and again, 
in rapid succession. 

There is a rushing wind above our heads, a dimin- 
ishing roar as they cross the flat, and the three shells 
seem to land right on the Boer gun. He does not 
speak any more — at least, not from that position. 

Heavens above ! but it is good to hear the bark of 
our own little guns. They are little and light, but 
there are none in all the world so well served as those 
of the R.H.A. They snap and snarl at the great 
baying Long Tom just as a terrier baits a mastiff, 
and they work in under his far-reaching fire, and dis- 
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comfort his gunners with shrapnel in the most impu- 
dent way conceivable. 

The battery behind continues to shell the ridge over 
our heads for a little time longer. They search it 
with 'shrapnel/ and knock the rocks about with 
'common/ and generally seem to inflict discomfort 
on its occupants We seem to be the focus of all 
the sounds of war. 

The battery draws all the fire from Long Tom. 
The shells seem to burst between the guns. They 
set fire to the grass. The battery limbers-up, and 
presently opens for a new place. A squadron of 
mounted infantry comes out of the river and rides 
back and forward to draw Long Tom's attention from 
the battery as it changes ground. 

Great columns of smoke veil the hills behind as the 
fires amongst the grass spread rapidly, leaving black 
patches upon the veldt 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE BATTLE {Continued) 

ALL the fight is upon our left hand now. The great 
cannon of the Berg send their plunging missiles into 
the soft veldt soil where no one is. They seem to 
be making gravel-pits. 

Assuredly, we are shelved for the day in these 
rocks. The Brigades are over there, trying to edge 
round the enemy's right flank ; but they are getting 
a warm reception. Since the fifteen-pounder has be- 
come silent our end of the ridge has remained un- 
molested 

Not so on the right Ther is a rolling crash of 
rifle-fire, and there had been the horrid barking of 
the Boer pom-pom, half a mile from us. The 
Canadians are being wiped off the face of the kopje, 
apparently. 

But only ' apparently \ In reality, the ' boys ' are 
skilfully 'verneuking' those past masters of 'ver- 
neukery' — the Johannesburg Police. We did not 
hear of it until several nights afterward, but it was 
very neat 
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Opposite the end of the ridge where the Canadians 
were a large commando of Boers occupied a closer- 
sweeping spur of ' Fifteen-pounder Ridge/ well within 
rifle range. For an hour or more both sides had 
steadily exchanged shots. The Boers had brought 
up a pom-pom, and for a time, until silenced by a 
section of a Horse Battery which had crept up unseen 
from the river, had worried the Canadians over- 
much. It was evident that the Boers greatly coveted 
the position of the latter, and meant to have it if such 
were possible 

Then the O.C. Canadians did a clever thing. 
Suddenly calling upon his men to retire, and causing 
them to mount their horses behind the kopje — the 
while they cursed him fervently for a coward below 
their breaths — he galloped his regiment along the 
rear of the ridge, so that they passed between a gap 
in it and a smaller elevation behind, and must have 
seemed to the Boers to be in full and hurried retreat 
Once past the gap, he wheeled them quickly behind 
the little isolated hill that faced it, and waited there 
ten minutes. A single remaining subaltern watched 
with his field-glasses from the rocks whence they had 
come. 

Five, six, seven, ten minutes — the Boers kept up a 
hailing fire upon the ridge, to which there was no reply. 
They had seen the Canadians stand up to retire, and 
then ride past the gap, and by now must have felt 
that the desired position was theirs for the taking. 
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So out they came into the open — a wildly galloping 
mob of several hundred horsemen. From behind a 
boulder the sub. waved his pocket-handkerchief. 

Now was the chance of the ' darned ol* Colonel '. 
Back they went at a gallop to the kopje. The 
lieutenant upon its top was signalling frantically from 
his rock. The racing Boers were half across the 
open. 

Up through the rocks swarmed the eager regiment 
Below the crest they halted, and, following the ex- 
ample of their commander and his officers, stole for- 
ward cautiously on hands and knees to the edge that 
overlooked the plain. Great boulders, and grass, and 
bushes shielded them from sight They spread about 
the top, and laid their cartridges out in convenient 
heaps, and adjusted sights and elbow-rests. They 
were to do the thing in style this time. 

On and on swept the excited Boers. Oh! but it 
must have been grand to see the Zarps — the tricky, 
slim, patrol-getting Zarps, to whom we all owed so 
much that we wished to repay — riding witlessly into 
Gehenna. No one fired a shot at them — the Colonel 
was to judge how close they should come. Nothing 
was to be done but keep on fixing the sights as the 
range altered and decreased. It would be a little 
Bunker's HilL 

At five hundred yards the noise of the thundering 
hoofs was plain and loud. At four, they were racing 
for who should be first into the coveted position 
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whence might be raked the whole ridge. It must 
have been exciting for the Canadians. 

On — on — on to three hundred. A fine man on a 
grey pony led the van, his great beard flowing back 
against his chest Now and then he waved his rifle 
overhead and yelled. It was the Dutch equivalent 
to a cavalry charge. 

Two hundred yards away and they still galloped 
The murderous blue barrels of the Lee-Metfords 
poked out amongst the rocks. Keen eyes were glanc- 
ing along the steady barrels. Strong hands held 
men's lives in the twitching of dirty forefingers. 

A rifle cracked from the middle of the kopje, and 
the black-bearded leader left his saddle with startling 
sudden limpness, and was merely a bleeding heap of 
clothing in the grass. 

Then — what a hell it must have been amongst the 
Boers ; such a hell as they had so often loosed on us, 
such a hell as must have been at Magersfontein, and 
amongst the guns at Colenso. For all its length the 
kopje cracked out smokeless, flameless death. Half 
a dozen saddles emptied themselves, and as many 
horses kicked, crippled, in the grass. 

On they came still, for twenty yards or so, and 
many more fell ere they had all turned and were 
racing back for their lives, leaving a wake of dead 
and wounded behind them as they fled. Five, six, 
seven, eight hundred yards, and the little spirts of 
dust still splashed between the reeling horses. A 
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thousand — and two rounds of shrapnel caught them . 
up and hastened their scurry into the rocks and 
bushes. Back from the shelter of the bushes came a 
patter of bullets amongst the Canadians. 

The two British guns behind plentifully scattered 
favours amongst the rocks whither the discomfited 
Boers had betaken themselves, and presently their 
fire died away. Forty of them were killed and 
wounded and made prisoners. Truly, the ' slim ' 
Zarp had met a ' slimmer ' than himself! 

Without pause the great guns had boomed all 
through the forenoon, and at mid-day the air still 
trembled with their vibration. We knew nothing of 
what was going on elsewhere. 

A shining, dancing shimmer of mirage hid the 
veldt to the left A great voice came from the placid 
lake, and where the Creusot shells dropped into its 
glittering bosom dust and gravel splashed up instead 
of water. Our own guns were barking from the 
mirage, but although they may have done good work 
in silencing the cannon of smaller calibre which were 
shelling from a closer range they could not approach 
Long Tom. It was cruelly galling to have to receive 
all his remarks, without having any chance of joining 
in the argument 

Nevertheless, the work of the Royal Horse Artil- 
lery, as always, was the most excellent thing about 
the day's operations. Often and often whole batteries 
sneaked in under the long range of the big fellow — 
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zig-zagging to and fro, literally dodging the heavy 
projectiles he pelted at them — and burst their little 
shrapnel in the air above, so that the Dutch gunners 
found it all too hot about the breeches, and more 
expedient for the time being to rest under cover at a 
distance. But whilst one was temporarily out of 
action, the others would concentrate their fire, and by 
sheer weight of metal compel the withdrawal of the 
plucky twelve-pounders and their intrepid gunners. 

And here it may not be amiss to remark, that of all 
branches of the Imperial army none struck the 
amateur soldier as being so worthy of praise and 
appreciation as the Royal Artillery. On the whole, 
the 'regulars' were a disappointment It seemed to 
most of us that the army lacked in every essential 
that was to be effective in such wars as the present, 
save one or two. It was brave — that went without 
saying and as a matter of course. It was well drilled 
— but what did all its training count for here; or 
what will it count for in the future? It had found 
'Brown Bess* very useful in the past; it had done 
much with the muzzle-loading rifle. Earlier still, it 
had distinguished itself with spears and bows and 
arrows. It had used swords with much effect in the 
days when ranges were numbered, both for cannon 
and small arms, by the lower hundreds, instead of 
thousands, of yards. And it clung to the tradition 
of the smooth-bore and the sabre, even whilst it used 
the breech-loading gun and the magazine rifle. Be- 
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cause it had found volleys effective against, say, ten 
thousand men who covered a front of five hundred 
yards and had a depth in formation of not very many 
more, it clung to them affectionately in cases where 
five hundred men extended over a front of ten 
thousand yards, and had no depth at all. And it 
made many kinds of a fool of itself on many separate 
occasions simply by its slavish adherence to systems 
that nowadays are effective nowhere but on the 
melodramatic stage. 

But the gunners — they were good, good beyond all 
question or doubt They, too, had their ancient drill 
to hamper their mobility and movement They, too, 
had the traditions that bands playing into action re- 
present The heavy harness, the useless kit, the 
blundering methods of transport were theirs as much 
as the Cavalry's and Infantry's. But they knew how 
to use their weapons, and no amount of discourage- 
ment ever affected their effectiveness. To silence a 
British gun you must kill its gunners ; even to inter- 
fere with the carrying out of its work in any degree at 
all you must, at the very least, wound half its crew. 
The Artillery were brave, cool, self-sacrificing, level- 
headed, disciplined, devoted — altogether admirable. 
The last word sums them up in Mo — they were ' ad- 
mirable '. Only — their guns might have been better. 

Of the Field Artillery we, of French's Division, 
were unable to judge. One had only heard the 
booming of their distant guns; but, if they be but 
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one-half so efficient, brave and skilful as their brethren 
of the Royal Horse, they must come near to being 
the second ' crack ' corps of the British army. 

Noon passed. There was nothing to eat The 
horses had had the bundles of hay, which they 
'wolfed' ravenously, but we had only a couple of 
holes in our belts — a diet which is by no means sus- 
taining. The guns and pom-poms dinned as loudly 
as ever, and, occasionally, there was a faint, fierce 
crackle of rifle-fire far on the left. The mirage had 
faded away by one o'clock. 

Two o'clock — and we lay sleeping in the warm 
sunlight upon the ridge. Officers strolled about chat- 
ting to one another, and looking through glasses at 
the distant bodies of troops manoeuvring in the haze- 
enveloped veldt Below the ridge, the worn horses 
dozed dejectedly. We seemed to have become mere 
spectators in the 'Theatre of War'. 

But, at half-past three, there came a diversion. In 
the rising plain that lay between our position and the 
opposite ledge of rocks was a shallow spruit — a mere 
depression. It led out from the hills, and lost itself 
in the veldt The rocks and scrub where the 
Boers had had their troublesome fifteen-pounder 
earlier in the day were beyond our rifle-range. It 
was the same series of little hills from which the 
Johannesburg Police had made their fatal raid, but, 
at our end, was much much further away than where 
it faced the Canadians. We knew that we were safe 
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from rifle-fire delivered from the rocks, but the 
depression in the veldt had not been reckoned with. 

A lengthy trooper sat smoking on a rock. For the 
time being he had ceased to be a trooper with a 
regimental number. He had become a general — and 
a very ' swagger ' general too. From time to time he 
removed the pipe from his lips, and made caustic 
comment on the British army and the leaders thereof. 
Six feet two, straight-backed, broad-shouldered, 
bronzed and long of limb — sitting there in the sun- 
light, he struck one as a picture of youthful grace and 
masculine beauty of form and figure impossible to 
match. A stubbly growth of beard clouded his strong 
jaw. The dark shadow of the helmet-peak lay across 
his eyes and brow in a sharp, black line. His carbine 
was beside him on the rock. One felt almost proud 
that the Western Plains could produce so perfect a 
specimen of glowing, manhood. Perched up there 
against the sky-line, he was a goodly thing to look at 
And some Dutch sharpshooter found him an equally 
goodly thing to shoot at from the spruit 

He said — what he said does not matter. It had 
no possible reference to the scenery, or himself, or 
any other person on earth. But the way he said it 
made it mean a great deal 

There was a furrow cut across his shoulders from 
left to right His jacket was ruined, and his back 
grooved with a scar, which will only fade as he de- 
composes finally. 
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" Damned inconvenient," he remarked as an after- 
thought No doubt it was. 

The Mausers rumbled in the spruit — the Mauser 
bullets cracked and splashed about the rocks where 
we were and whined plaintively in the air. 

It was startling — but we knew the range of the 
spruit, and although the best that we could see was 
an occasional crouching figure or a peeping head, and 
the distance was a good thousand yards, we set to 
to make it too warm for them to lie in. They had 
themselves similar intentions as to our kopje. 

Everybody lay now behind the most convenient 
rock. From the whole three squadrons a crackling 
din of cordite ripped amongst the stones. The two 
English squadrons fired precise and admirable volleys. 
The Cornstalk one fired as its individual members 
thought fit The so-called ' explosive ' bullets cracked 
like little whips, as they struck near by where you 
lay. 

It is a weird, blood-chilling sound when you hear 
it for the first time — the whistling of those little 
deaths in the still air. Not exactly a whistle is it 
either — something between that and a whir-r, but 
very business-like and brisk. At first you think that 
every second of time will be your last upon earth. A 
bullet flicks your ear, and you make up your mind to 
take the next one as bravely as. may be, and fully 
expect it to come quickly. Death — sudden, and sure, 
and bloody — seems inevitable, and, in your heart of 
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hearts, you are afraid — terribly, wofully, loathsomely 
afraid 

But Death passes overhead, or spits in the dust 
beside you ; and by-and-bye you become familiar with 
him, and find out that he is not such a bad fellow at 
all — not nearly so keen on getting you as you had 
imagined him to be. And you become a fatalist — 
a mere unthinking fatalist If you are to ' stop one/ 
one will be stopped by your body. If you are to 
come out scatheless you will do so. In the meantime, 
your life will be much pleasanter if you don't worry 
over your chances. 

This is a kind of courage. You know that there is 
danger in those whining voices. You quite realise 
that the next moment may be your last ; but a little 
custom causes you to regard it all philosophically, and, 
although to most men being under fire is never a 
pleasant matter, it becomes an in no wise serious one 

Some there are who have never known what fear 
is — but they are creatures deficient in nervous organi- 
sation, who lack a primary instinct, and who, not 
knowing what it is to be slavishly afraid, can never 
rise to the height of overcoming themselves, and doing 
their duty in spite of the most awful trial to which 
the mind of man may be subjected whilst he holds 
his reason. 

The cracking bullets continue to smite the rocks 
viciously. The air still hums with those that pass 
by. Far down the line you see, as you load, two 
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Englishmen carrying away a limp comrade by his 
head and heels. No one seems to be ' stopping one ' 
in your vicinity. 

But for the pointed rifles and the noise there is 
nothing visible to indicate a fight — that is to say, 
nothing that you might photograph. The flying 
splashes of dust alone show where the enemy's bullets 
are hitting. Each time^you fire there is only a very 
blue haze in front of your rifle-barrel — so faint that 
you cannot see it before the rifle of the next man to 
you. 

Over the rocks behind come sweating men carrying 
a Maxim in their arms. One has the gun itself, an- 
other the tripod, others the grey boxes of belted 
ammunition. A clean-shaven youth directs them. 

They pass through the firing-line, and go half-way 
down the front of the little ridge. Here they set up 
their pretty toy as coolly as though they were merely 
a party of surveyors ejecting a theodolite to run a 
line. Some one adjusts a belt of cartridges. 

The bullets spit all round them and in between the 
legs of the tripod and the feet of the sergeant who 
is laying the gun. The languid officer walks up and 
down behind, holding a pair of field-glasses, a lighted 
cigarette between his lips, and issuing quiet orders in 
a voice indicative rather of boredom than of anything 
else. 

Tat-tat-tat-tat! — all in one breath, but each dis- 
charge distinct and clear, and of a note exactly similar 

9 
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to the one preceding it — the sergeant tries a ' sighter \ 
The lieutenant raises his glasses. 

The Boers must be lying low along the edge of the 
depression nearest us to fire. It is not deep enough 
to shelter them as they walk about 

" Try nine hundred," says the officer. Tat-tat-tat- 
tat-tat-tat-tat-tat! — obediently replies the Maxim. 

" Too short ; make it a thousand." Tat-tat-tat-tat- 
tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat-tat — into one long volume of 
speedy firing, the little gun raps out its stream of 
bullets — four hundred to the minute. The empty 
cartridge-cases, flying from the breech in a continuous 
stream too swift to see, tinkle on the ground cease- 
lessly. The belt empties itself — the spitting tube 
ceases its energetic babble for a moment or two, as a 
new belt is fitted on; then begins again. The ser- 
geant sweeps the barrel about, pauses, tries new 
ranges — handles the gun as one who knows its every 
whim. He is a fine cool man that sergeant, and a 
very handsome one. Under the hailing nickel he sits 
and works that invaluable weapon deliberately, 
steadily, competently. He is the very centre of a 
little dust-storm raised by the pelting bullets. The 
Boers are making a target of the gun. Yet he is 
never scratched. One of the detachment is shot 
through the chest as he bends over a box of cartridge- 
belts. He sits in the grass, coughing out his lungs. 

There is something brisk and inspiriting about the 
cheerful tapping of a Maxim in action. It has the air 
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of one who says, " Keep it going, lads. Keep it going 
— we're knocking spots out of them! " 

The edge of the depression from which the Boers 
had opened fire must have been a ' warm ' spot under 
that pouring torrent of bullets, both from the machine 
gun and the carbines of the three squadrons. Under 
their combined influence the Boer fire slackened and 
died away gradually, a few lone whistles in the air, 
long after the main body must have evacuated the 
spruit, telling of the few brave men who were the 
last to leave — the Commandant and Field Cornets 
probably, staying behind after the men had refused 
to face it longer, to fire a parting shot or two at the 
hated English, in bitterness of soul and disappoint- 
ment It must be a hard thing for a gallant man, 
ready to sacrifice his own life — nominally command- 
ing troops who have such liberty to use their own 
discretion as the Boer armies had — to contain his 
soul in comfort when his men refuse to carry out his 
orders. 

We are left in peace again. The damage with us is 
slight — one man's coat ripped, and one man with a 
bullet through his forearm — but down the ridge one 
can see a doctor hurrying from heap to heap, and a 
few limp forms being carried down to the foot of the 
ridge. Their position was more exposed and less 
adapted to taking cover than was ours. Also, they 
probably did not possess quite such an aptitude for 
' taking cover ' as the Cornstalks. 
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The man of the Maxim detachment who was 
wounded ten minutes ago is dead. He lies face 
downward in the grass, with his head resting on his 
folded arms and one leg crossed over the other — just 
as though asleep. Some one rolls him over to feel 
his heart His eyes are half closed, and he is smiling 
through a hideous slobber of blood about the mouth. 
In his chest is a tiny hole, but in his back — a gaping, 
spongy rent The kind of wound the soft-nose 
makes. 

They buried him presently behind the ridge ; and 
the ground was so hard that they could only dig the 
grave eighteen inches deep. So they had to pile 
stones above him. A friend belonging to the gun 
detachment had laconically remarked: "Puir old 
Jock — he wasna' a bad bloke ". That was his obitu- 
ary ; and, if you come to think of it, you and I will 
not have done so badly if some one can say that of 
us when our time has come. 

It was four o'clock now, and the sun was getting 
low. The silly convoy was crossing the river behind 
us, and coming over the plain after the Division. 
That is just the senseless way of convoys — they 
never know that there are any shells to be drawn 
until one lands in an ammunition-waggon. It is very 
amusing to see a convoy getting shelled. We watched 
anxiously from the ridge in expectation of some 
entertainment 

The fighting was all very far to the left front now. 
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The Division seemed to have been trying to sneak 
round the right flank of the Boer position all day. 
At one time, by pushing the Horse Batteries up under 
the lire of Long Tom, they had succeeded in silenc- 
ing one of the great bullies; but the other two had 
spoken with such good effect that the batteries had 
been compelled to withdraw to a safer distance, and 
our friend of the tufting smoke, who had been also 
temporarily withdrawn, came back again and sang his 
song as merrily as ever. 

It was an extraordinary sight that we beheld from 
our ridge late in the afternoon. The main part of 
the three brigades were massed upon a slope — or 
seeming to be massed — three miles away. In front 
of them, and hopelessly outranged, were the little 
1 twelve-pounders,' vainly replying to the big guns 
of the Boers. All the time the huge shells were 
dropping amongst our fellows, throwing up great 
spouting splashes of red dust plainly visible from 
where we stood. The far away boom of the cannon 
was ceaseless, regular, ominous. And it seemed to 
us that the slaughter in the Division must be awful. 
But it was not so. All the afternoon — we learned 
next day — they had had but two men killed and some 
twenty wounded. 

Ah! Long Tom had espied the convoy. The 
shell burst close beside the line of waggons. The 
column of transport halted as if undecided what to do 
or how to do it Another great burst seemed to tear 
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up the veldt, even in the midst of all the crowded 
waggons. From our far-off position we could hear 
demoniac yells and screaming of the Kaffir drivers 
and the volleying creaking of their whips. 

Another explosion just beyond the line. All 
seemed to be in a hopeless confusion, but at last we 
could see that the teams were turning about and 
beginning to literally race back over the way they had 
come Of course it was all they could do. 

But, vividly as one might realise how very unpleas- 
ant a thing it must be to drive a waggon with those 
howling hundred-pounders dropping all about, one 
could not help laughing at the way in which the 
Kaffirs bestirred themselves to reach a safer position. 
The long string of carts and waggons had come 
crawling up from the river, as though protesting 
against being dragged along until so late an hour in 
the day— the very slowness of their march seeming to 
say, " See how tired we are ! " Now, their teams 
galloped. It was a scurry back to safety. They had 
barely come within the range of the big gun when he 
opened on them, but the first half-mile of their retire- 
ment was as a chariot race. 

Right up to dark the Division clung to its un- 
comfortable position. The cannon on the Berg 
boomed without pause. As the red sun went down 
behind the purple hills, and the short twilight merged 
into darkness, the flashes of their guns and ours were 
distinct and clear, and the quick flame of the bursting 
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shells looked like a mammoth firework display. 
Shrapnel crashing in the darkness has a very fine 
effect You see the flash of the gun, sudden and 
quick, as it is fired; then, as the 'boom-m' comes 
to you, the shell explodes in the black sky like a 
great cracker flung high aloft A pom-pom winks as 
a signal-lamp, and the little shells striking on the 
ground are a series of sharp bursts of light 

At dusk the two Cavalry Brigades retired across .the 
river. One by one the great guns ceased to fire. 
Last of all to stop work was the energetic pom-pom. 

Hutton's Brigade stayed to hold the position. We 
rode back — tired, dejected, hungry — unable to com- 
prehend it all, and believing, though none liked to 
say it, that we had at last sustained a reverse. 

However, it was not a reverse. We did not know 
until next day that we had simply been keeping 
Louis Botha and his guns employed whilst Lord 
Roberts came to Elandsfontein and threatened 
Johannesburg. 

In the camp that night no one was noticeably 
cheerful. But there was an issue of bully-beef and 
biscuits, and to men who had fasted and worked 
hard for more than thirty hours on end, these de- 
licacies were more acceptable than would have been 
die finest dishes gourmand ever dreamed upon. 

So we lay down to rest — battle-stained, weary and 
unreflective. The cold night closed over the camps 
by river and Berg. The blessed sleep and rest came 
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welcomely alike to Boer, and Briton, and Tommy 
Cornstalk. 

All the following morning, when we had returned 
to our places, we drew their steady artillery-fire ; but 
at noon came Ian Hamilton with many men and, 
best sight of all, his two great ' cow-guns ' — six-inch 
naval giants drawn by thirty-two bullocks apiece, 
and having another thirty-two to each timber. Four 
rounds from them and Long Tom was silently em- 
ployed in getting himself down to the threatened 
railway, as were also his brethren of the other 
positions. 
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CHAPTER IX 

THE HOSPITAL 

So much has been said, so much written in magazines 
and newspapers upon the hospital arrangements in 
South Africa during the war that one may well hesi- 
tate before venturing to criticise, or even to speak of 
one's experiences in, the Military Hospitals. Mem- 
bers of the Commons have risen up and made state- 
ments, to which Generals and heads of departments 
have made quite opposite statements in reply. 
Civilians and Soldiers, Society Women and Clergy- 
men, have all argued so much, in this way and in that, 
upon the good and bad points of the whole Army 
Medical organisation, that a mere Cornstalk Tommy 
may well ask pardon for diffidence in approaching a 
subject upon which the fierce glare of public criticism 
has, cm the whole, shone so adversely. It is a 
cowardly thing 'to kick a man when he is down*. 
And nothing in the world has ever been so ' down ' 
in the public estimation as the medical arrangements 
in South Africa. 

In all matters where sins of omission may be 
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charged to the defaulters' sheet of the powers that be, 
there will always be found ready listeners to any tale 
of wrong. If you throw enough mud some of it is 
sure to stick. If you wish to advertise yourself, there 
is no better or safer way of doing so than by attack- 
ing somebody who may not hit back. 

One would like best to have written of life in the 
hospitals as a new experience, as a state of being 
with which one's readers are not familiar. Life in an 
hospital ward would present as varied and picturesque 
sides as in the bivouac and battle. The strange 
wounds, the queer diseases, the grisly deaths — would 
all go to form a narrative as interesting, as many- 
sided, as harrowing or ennobling as the most vividly 
recounted tale of march and fight There are stories 
of as great a heroism amongst the men and women 
who wrestled with the fierce pestilence of Bloemfon- 
tein, Kroonstad and Pretoria, and who laid down 
their worn-out lives in the disgusting atmosphere of 
lazarette surroundings, as there are of those who died 
in open veldt from bullet and shell. There are 
stories, too, of as great wickedness, as bad and evil 
affairs as one may ever shudder to hear. Whispered 
tales, many of them, that you hear as you walk about 
the lines of marquee tents, in the ships coming home, 
in divers places where you meet the men who know 
and have no object in lying. There is good to be told, 
and evil to be told. There is much that, for the 
credit of all concerned, should know the light, and 
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very much that, for utter shame of telling, should 
never in all the after time be spoken. 

There is a temptation to air one's views, to grow 
prolix regarding the manner in which men should 
have been tended — to suggest, to point out, to dabble 
in matters which none but professional men may 
properly comprehend. It is 'cheap' and easy to 
criticise ; it is difficult to have sympathy with a popu- 
larly abused state of affairs — to extenuate, to excuse. 
One desires, of course, to speak without bias or ill- 
feeling and to suggest, from experience of the actual 
working of the system, how it may be improved. 
But the lay ignorance of cause and effect, of un- 
doubted difficulties in transport and supply, and of 
the circumstances generally, together with the wanton 
and ignorant manner in which the law has been laid 
down by all and sundry compel one, in simple fairness 
to those who may be responsible, to refrain from all 
but the most deliberate and well-advised statement 

One would, for instance, have the pleasant feeling 
of doing a public service were one to propose in print 
that the Royal Army Medical Corps should be better 
paid than it is. One might point out that the ranking 
of doctors according to military usage is a pernicious 
and ill-advised system It would be delightful to 
demonstrate that the scum of England are not the 
class from which tender and devoted nurses of fever 
patients can be reasonably expected to be drawn. It 
would be gratifying to show that the equipment of the 
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Peninsular period should give place to that of die fin- 
de-siicle y state-aided establishment ; that amputations 
and liver pills are not the justifiable curealls that army 
doctors might be supposed to consider them to be in 
all surgical and medical cases. In short, it would be 
the easiest thing in the world to publish one's own 
humble opinion as to die good and the bad, the right 
and the wrong, the wisdom and the foolishness in the 
organisation, equipment and management of Field, 
Stationary and Base Hospitals. 

But — and this is a very important 'but,' which it 
might have been wise of certain M.P.'s, critical 
civilians, and correspondents to remember — is it quite 
fair to do so? Is it right and just to set down an 
opinion at all about anything, until one knows well 
and intimately all the details concerning the case 
under discussion ? Is it proper for a mere ' casual ' to 
criticise the work — in all its shortcomings and many 
excellencies-— of a system which men of great pro- 
fessional experience and large knowledge have built 
up in years of practical hard work ? One remembers 
too well that awful period of waiting at Bloemfontein 
whilst the army rotted inactive, and the little cemetery 
under the old fort filled and overflowed ; when officer, 
and comrade, and inferior went down alike before the 
sickle of that grim reaper — Enteric There is too 
sad a memory of the delirious, dying men who 
babbled, in the close wards, of far-off places where 
there were peace and love. There is no forgetting 
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the carts that rumbled through the streets loaded with 
those stiff, blanket-shrouded shapes which had been 
vigorous men — the dwindling squadrons, the crowded 
sick-tents, the unfed, unwashed, unhappy men who 
filled them, will never cease to linger in one's memory. 
And, if one thinks of all these things, one may be 
bitter, too, against a system which, rightly or wrongly, 
has had much of die responsibility of them laid at its 
door. 

So, all things considered, it is not well to write as 
one would perhaps have done unthinkingly, to ven- 
ture too emphatic opinions as to men and methods, 
lest one do unwitting injustice to those to whom all 
the credit they can claim will not come amiss. 
Wherefore, the writer proposes to merely recount 
some of his own personal experiences as a patient in 
various military hospitals between Pretoria and the 
Cape, and to leave the reader of these pages to form 
his own opinion as to the right and wrong, the folly 
and the wisdom of it alL 

We were nine miles from Pretoria when it happened 
— almost north-east The Brigade was hurriedly 
saddling-up in the cold darkness before the dawn of 
a July day. The carts were being loaded Some one 
had sent the writer to the top of one of them to assist 
in the stowing of oat-sacks and biscuit-boxes. The 
work finished, an eight feet jump from the top had 
been rashly negotiated. There had been a little 
stone, that rolled beneath one's foot upon the ground. 
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And the little stone was responsible for a damaged 
ankle that prevented one from walking, and pained 
enough for two broken legs. And then, because 
orders were hurried and imperative, the squadron had 
ridden away and left one lying upon one's kit in the 
open veldt 

The long and the short of it was that there was no 
ambulance van to carry us into Pretoria. Beside the 
writer there were two sick men of his own corps and 
some twenty of the three English regiments that made 
up the Brigade. An old 'spider 9 — a four-wheeled 
waggonette, commandeered from some farm — had 
been left behind, and, with a couple of debilitated 
mules as motive power, the various kits and posses- 
sions of the dismounted men who remained were to be 
carried into Pretoria on it Kindly arms lifted the 
writer to the top of the piled-up baggage, and by dint 
of prodding with naked swords, butts of carbines, and 
other impromptu goads the worn out animals were 
induced to commence their unsteady trek into die 
Transvaal capital. 

But the rolled kits fell off at intervals, the waggon- 
ette jolted mercilessly, and the ride was so comfortless 
and painful that, after half a mile had been traversed 
and the roadside that led into town from Kamiel Drift 
reached, we were constrained to beg our conductors 
to leave us there, on the faint chance of being con- 
veyed into Pretoria by some Army Service waggon 
going in to get supplies for the troops that held die 
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hills by Derdcpoort And so we were left lying on 
the grass — and there seemed to be every likelihood 
of our staying there indefinitely. 

The red road stretched out to the gap in the hills 
where the infantry camp was, and, in the other direc- 
tion, round the end of an intermediate ridge, to Pre- 
toria. Men came by on horseback and in Cape carts, 
and there was one on a bicycle; but that day the 
Army Service Corps seemed to be resting. The sun 
went up into the deep blue, and the beautiful day grew 
older by two hours. Specklike on the sky-line one 
could see the black dots of pickets who were watching 
Louis Botha from the hills. 

From seven until eleven we lay by the roadside, 
and no good Samaritan passed by. Once there came 
a mule-cart with a Kaffir driving, and one of the two 
who were able to walk begged him for a ride into 
Pretoria and the hospitals. 

" Nie, baas," he replied ; " mule too tire. No can 
carry some more." 

" You black beast ! " remarked his interlocutor ; 
"you black swine! — if I felt a bit stronger Fd com- 
mandeer your dam team and make you walk! " 

Nevertheless, the Kaffir was quite in the right 
The welfare of his team should have been, and was, 
his first consideration. He merely smiled, and passed 
on. 

It grew to be dreary waiting for what might never 
come. Had we had any rations and not been ill 
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and crippled, to stay there would not have troubled us 
overmuch, but as it was — far from water, one of us 
seeming to sicken for fever, another hardly able to 
walk, and the third quite incapable of standing and 
whose only means of locomotion lay in what he could 
do by hopping, the outlook was alarming and miser- 
able enough. 

But at length, in a cloud of red dust, there came a 
slate-coloured empty waggon along the road. A 
brick-faced sergeant with a flaxen beard sat upon the 
box beside the black driver. Languidly the pros- 
pective enteric case shuffled into the road, and took up 
a position in such a place that the team of mules must 
either run over him or stop. They stopped. 

" Now then, laad," said the sergeant, " what for be 
ye blockin' t' road ? Doan't / know we be in a dom 
hurry t' git some bre'd from P'toria? Stan' a won 
soide — there's a good laad ! " 

Wearily our envoy explained the situation. 

" Who be ye ? " asked the sergeant 

" 'Stralian Horse," said the sick man. 

"Oa, aye— ye be t' Orsetrailyans, be ye? Well, 
kom along, laads. Rackon there's room f ye, if ye 
kom from Orsetrailyer. Me brother Dick went there. 
Whaat !— can't th' laad walk ? Bide a bit, naow, an* 
111 gie ye a han\" 

So, finally, we came into the Market Square — 
shaken and tired and sick with pain — and were left 
upon the pavement by the new hospital in the Law 
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Courts. We lay upon our kits on the red tiles, 
and contemplated the Dutch Church, and the pedestal 
that had been built to hold Paul Kruger, and the 
magnificent Raadzaal with the gilt angel soaring from 
its roof, and the flapping Union Jack mocking it in the 
breeze. And it seemed that we might lie there also in- 
definitely. No one came to ask us whom we might be 
or why we sat there waiting. Generals and Tommies, 
Colonels and Burghers walked past and hardly looked 
at us. There was no room for sick men in the world 
of war. 

They had put a square of galvanised iron fencing 
about the front of the Law Courts, between the high 
steps and the Church. 

"I think well go in there," suggested the man 
with the headache ; " we might have more of a show 
to get to bed if we go in there." 

So we went in and squatted upon the lowest step, 
and an orderly came and looked at us, and went away 
into a corner to smoke. The thought came to one : 
" And there was a certain beggar named Lazarus . . . 
moreover, the dogs came and licked his sores". 

The clock in the Raadzaal front marked the 
quarter, half, three-quarters — and no one came. Just 
before the hour was reached a medical officer strolled 
out on to the terrace above and surveyed us. w What 
are you men doing theah?" he queried, shaking a 
surgical knife at us ; * why don't you come to atten- 
tion ? " 

10 
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He of the aching head and stomachic pains climbed 
up the steps. He seemed to be trying his best to 
stand to attention, but it was a dismal failure, to say 
the most of it The nonchalant surgeon conversed 
with him awhile, and the two of them came down 
to us. 

"Er — you men," he said, "you men, you know, 
you ought to have gone to a Field Hospital Why 
didn't you go to a Field Hospital? What? Can't 
possibly take you in heah unless they send you from 
a Field Hospital, you know. 'Gainst all rules. 
Quite irregular, you know. What? No, we can't 
possibly admit you. Beds all full, you know. Quite 
out of the question ! " 

" We don't want beds, sir. Can't we come in and 
camp on the floor? We're used to sleeping on the 
ground" 

"Oh, deah, no! We don't do that kind of thing 
heah, you know. Don't know what you had better 
do, I'm suah. Don't ask me. Can't you go to the 
Rest Camp ? " And he strolled inside. We felt that we 
were the scum of the earth.* But our turn was to come. 

A man came riding through the iron gate on a fine 
bay horse, and instantly the orderly sprang to attend 
him. He alighted as one who knows all about a 
saddle, and handed the bridle reins to the obsequious 
'Tommy'. It seemed to us that there never could 
have been so soldierly or so fine a man to look at 
' Gentleman/ too, was written all over him He was 
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a tall, dark-complexioned man — well-preserved, and 
somewhere between fifty and sixty. A black mous- 
tache and a tuft of hair upon his chin, after the 
manner of Lord Roberts, gave him a somewhat 
foreign aspect He wore the flat, German-pattern 
staff-cap of khaki with the red band round it, and the 
red lapels upon the collar of his tunic that indicated 
staff rank. As he ran actively up the steps into the 
hospital he glanced curiously and keenly at us, half- 
paused, and went on inside. We must have been a 
picturesque trio enough to turn the gaze of any 
man who had not a soul enmeshed in red tape. The 
sick man was gaunt, unshaven, hollow-eyed and pale ; 
the man with the blistered feet was slim, larrikin-like 
and alert ; the writer was minus boot, and spur, and 
puttee, as regarded his right extremity, and dirtier 
and more unkempt than he had ever thought he 
would become. We had been out getting shelled all 
the day before — on a big reconnaissance — and had 
come in late, so that there was no chance of washing 
or shaving before the morning's daylight start 
Therefore, it was nearly three days since we had used 
soap and water. 

Twenty minutes, and the handsome staff-colonel 
was striding down the stone steps. As he came to 
the bottom one on which we sat forlornly he stopped, 
and spoke: — 

" Well men, what is your trouble? Why don't you 
go inside? Wounded, eh?" 
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" No, sir ; twisted ankle — can't walk" 

"And you ?" 

" I feel very sick, sir. Headache — weak." 

"And you ?" 

"Skin orf one foot, sir. Can't walk or ride. 
Blood-pois'nin', I think." 

" Well, why don't you go in and get attended to ? 
Who are you ? " 

We told him that we were Australians, and that 
we had sought admission unsuccessfully, and had not 
the least idea now as to what we should do. 

"Oh, you're Australians, are you? Well, your 
fellows have done some good work. Stop here. I'll 
go and see what can be done." And he went up the 
steps two at a time. 

To be an Australian seemed to be something of a 
distinction here. But it is curiously true that no 
matter with whom, if you said you were an Australian 
you had a much easier time and got what you wanted 
more readily than before it was known from whence 
you hailed Perhaps they made allowance for our 
ignorance. 

Down he came again, followed by three anxious- 
looking medical officers, chief amongst whom was the 
tired individual who had been unable to give us 
room. 

" Now," said that angel in disguise, " now why are 
these men left here ? " 

" We really have no room for more, sir. The 
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waggons are still at Nitral's Nek, and we expect an- 
other convoy in to-night It is quite impossible to 
take them in.' 1 

" Well, what are you going to do about it ? " 

"I really do not see how the matter affects 
us, sir." 

" Do you not ? Ah ! — well, sir, it should affect you ! 
And it will affect you. Do you think it a very 
creditable thing to your Hospital that these men 
should have been sitting here for nearly two hours 
without food or water or any apparent chance of ever 
obtaining any ? Do you not consider that, since you 
have become aware of the case, you would have done 
rightly if you had passed them on to another Hospital 
where there might be room for them ? I think that 
you have been very remiss in your duty, sir. 

" Now will you kindly write a note to the P.M.O. of 
some other Hospital where you think they may be 
taken in — explaining the case to him. Where do you 
think they would be likely to find room ? " 

The man who disliked irregularity seemed to have 
become quite contrite by this time. Evidently the 
Staff Officer was a great gun, since all stood so much 
in awe of him 

"I think they might get into the Racecourse 
Hospital, sir. They can expand their quarters there 
— plenty of sheds and buildings, you know. We can- 
not here." 

44 Well— give them the note." 
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He strode out of the enclosure, and presently re- 
appeared with a cab. 

" Jump in, men," he said " Up to the Racecourse, 
driver. You'll be all right now, eh ? " — and he was 
on to his horse and gone almost before we could 
thank him. 

It is unlikely that that officer will ever see these 
pages. We never heard his name, nor did we meet 
him again, but if he be alive and should chance to 
drop across this book and does not forget the incident, 
he will know that three sick Cornstalks were very, 
very grateful to him for his kindness that morning 
by the Law Courts. His courteous care for the wel- 
fare of three dirty vagabonds is one of those things 
which only the Recording Angel books to a man's 
credit He was in this, and doubtless always, follow- 
ing in the steps of his great leader, and ours — the 
soldier's warmest friend — Lord Roberts. 

So down Church Street, past Paul Kruger's lion- 
fronted dwelling, past his beloved Dopper Church 
with the unfinished clock in the steeple, up towards 
the railway, across some open ground, and we came 
to the Racecourse, which, having been in the early 
war time a prison, was now an hospital 

It was a good course — one could see that with half 
an eye — but it made a wofully bad hospital 

Here, also, it seemed that we exhibited the usual 
bad taste in not applying for admission in the regular 
and pre-ordained form. A fat sergeant-major of the 
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R.A.M.C. was for turning us away again — which 
would have been awkward, seeing that we had dis- 
missed the cab. But the embryo enteric flared into 
righteous wrath; wished to know whether we were 
luridly qualified stray dogs, or what ; claimed personal 
friendship with the P.M.O., and demanded that he 
should be shown where that officer abided, so that he 
might himself present our letter of introduction. 

Such a queer place for sick men to go in— such a 
quaint, unconventional, singular kind of hospital — you 
never saw ! What the conditions of life were in the 
grand stand, or the saddling paddock, or in the big 
pavilion where the luncheons might have been, none 
of us could say. We lived in loose-boxes in the 
stables — and to this day one of us pricks up his ears 
when he hears corn rattle in a box, or beholds horses 
feeding out of bins. It was a long galvanised-iron 
shed There was a passage down the middle, with a 
door at either end, presumably for ventilation. Sick 
Kaffirs dwelt in the passage, and rendered both night 
and day hideous with their chatter. Widely project- 
ing eaves made a kind of verandah all round the 
building. The doors of each stall were in two halves, 
after the kind of stable-doors. In front they looked 
out across the level ground about which lay the 
course, and in rear on to a tidy garden shaded by 
gum and wattle. We were assigned quarters in the 
front 

Many days we lived there, not getting overmuch 
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attention medically, but still living — which was some- 
thing. If you had good luck you obtained a bag or 
two to spread out ere you laid your blankets on the 
ground This was the ward where slight wounds, 
rheumatisms, sprains, mild dysenteries, and ripening 
enterics ' most did congregate '. Here, also, were the 
malingerers. It was astonishing, and rather appalling, 
to note the number of hale beings who lived in 
hospital Sad and humiliating as it must seem, any 
man who has been through the Military Hospitals 
can quite easily testify to the truth of this. ' Fed up ' 
often seemed to be about to assume just as alarming 
proportions as enteric How they did it was a 
mystery. One can only assume that, in many cases, 
the medical officers, though morally certain that a 
man might be shamming, were too disgusted to take 
the necessary steps towards ' bowling him out '. And, 
indeed, dealing with the typical 'old soldier, 1 hardly 
any measures in the world, severely preventive or 
otherwise, would keep him out of hospital were he 
desirous of staying in. If a man steadily persist in 
having a pain in his chest, and be fairly consistent in 
his symptoms, you cannot, without very great diffi- 
culty, prove him a liar. And as the doctors had 
always very much more to do than time to do it in, 
they could not afford the almost detective-like vigi- 
lance necessary to properly meet the cases of such 
wily characters. 
A risumi of the day's doings in our stable may 
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perhaps give the reader some idea of what life in this 
most rudimentary of hospitals was like. It is well to 
bear in mind, however, that these were the first 
months of the British occupation of Pretoria, that De 
Wet was blowing up the railway every day on the 
other side of the Vaal, that fever and dysentery were 
rife in all the camps about the town, and that it was 
utterly impossible to obtain many of the most essen- 
tial supplies required by an hospital. When you 
come to consider these points it is wonderful what 
the Medical Staff did even so primitively well as they 
did. 

Soon after daylight a bugler sounded the ' reveille ' 
— most beautiful, if most unwelcome of ' calls \ Half 
an hour later an aggressive individual walked hur- 
riedly along the stable front, and rattled a stick 
against the corrugated-iron doors. If that did not 
bring your slumbers to an end nothing would do 
so. If you could stand, or hop, you arose and opened 
the doors of your compartment, and yawned in the 
fresh air. There was a pump by the side of the track 
whereat you might perform your toilet You folded 
up your blankets, and tidied the den as well as might 
be. Then came another orderly with a basket full 
of cut loaves of bread You received a piece, sup- 
posed to weigh one pound, which was to last you all 
day. Sometimes he threw it at you — and on those oc- 
casions you were not quite certain as to whether your 
habitation were a loose-box or a kennel. Humourists 
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used sometimes to request to be supplied with a bran 
mash, complaining pathetically that they felt 'a bit 
out of condition \ 

At half-past seven buckets of tea arrived in the 
open before the sheds. Cripples, and ill, and shams 
hobbled, and slouched, and rushed with empty beef- 
tins, mess-cans, jam-pots — anything that would hold 
water. Eating and drinking utensils were not sup- 
plied in that part of the hospital You somehow got 
some tea and ate some bread Every second day a 
pot of jam was served out to each four men. After 
breakfast the stalls were still further tidied, the pots 
polished and hung up on the wooden partitions, and 
the front of the shed swept and garnished 

And at 9 am there came the P.M.O. — the Great 
Finality of the establishment At the Racecourse he 
was a very popular person — a man with a face that 
you might trust, the quiet air of one who knew his 
task, and the kindly sympathy of a good physician, 
even yet unspoiled by the years of narrowing army 
service. Everybody liked the Major — we did not 
hear his name — and he seemed to like every one. 
In spite of the fact that his hospital was probably 
as rough and primitive as any you might come to in 
all Africa, the mere fact of there being so likeable a 
man at the head of it atoned for very much in which 
it fell grievously short of perfection. One can still 
think with affection of the man — his grave, clean-cut, 
kindly face, with the iron-grey, close-cropped hair 
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about the temples; the slightly stooping figure and 
the pleasant laugh. And the remembrance of his 
quiet courtesy of speech, and the close attention with 
which he listened to what you had to say is a gleam 
of sunshine over a retrospective outlook that is dreary, 
and sordid, and commonplace enough. He was 
cruelly handicapped by want of the most necessary 
things in carrying out his work, but no one left that 
disreputable place who had not, at least, a good word 
for the Major. 

At noon the buckets brought soup with raggy meat 
in it There was milk for those who were nominally 
on ' milk diet, 1 but as everything was much in common 
the patients ate, as a rule, what they considered best 
suited to their tastes, diseases, or constitutions. All 
the afternoon was a long ' loaf \ You slept, or read, 
or wrote letters home, and at 4.30 came more tea, 
with which you finished the remainder of the bread 
and jam. 

Night came — and you smoked, and yarned, and 
went to bed in the dust. And by-and-bye, when the 
long-winded ones had ceased to talk in dialects, and 
brogues, and twangs, and all — even the vociferous 
Kaffirs — were asleep and still, rats ran about over 
your head, and nibbled your hair. 

Ten days of this, and the writer was one morning, 
with some thirty others, conveyed in ambulance-vans 
to the Pretoria railway station, and started off in a 
bullet-marked carriage to Cape Town, with five days 1 
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rations of bread, and bully-beef, and jam. At least, 
we thought we were being sent to Cape Town — but 
when you start upon a journey at one end of a military 
railway which runs through an only partially sub- 
jugated hostile territory, you do not really know 
whether it will be a week, or a month, or a year, or all 
eternity before you reach your journey's end This 
time the journey took two months. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE HOSPITAL (Continued) 

THE train ran through the hills between two of the 
silent forts, which had cost so much money and had 
been of so little use to their builders, and out from the 
valley of Pretoria into the open veldt The track of 
the invading army still lay beside the line. The 
traffic of the convoys had worn the grass away, and 
the road was mile-stoned by the parched hides and 
whitened bones of horses, mules, and oxen, and, less 
frequently, by the red-mounded, final resting-places 
of men. Many had remained to ' settle on the land,' 
but the tenure of their occupation was probably more 
permanent and abiding than most of the poor fellows 
had expected it to be. 

Past the little wayside stations of Kaalfontein, 
Zuurfontein, and various other fonteins — and about 
three o'clock we arrived at Elandsfontein, the junc- 
tion of the Cape and Natal lines to Pretoria and of 
the short six-mile one which ran into Johannesburg. 

The train waited ten minutes, twenty minutes — an 
hour. Coffee was brought to us in the carriages — 
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drunk — the bucket taken away again by a Kaffir, and 
still we moved not — no one knowing why. 

At length we went on. Somehow it seemed to us 
all wrong. We should have been rolling across the 
open veldt again, but we were instead passing 
through the suburbs of a great city, and every moment 
the houses grew larger and denser. It was like com- 
ing into Melbourne in the afternoon — except for the 
tall smoke-stacks of occasional mines, and the 
stamper^ and the big cyanide vats. Past little 
suburban stations — as ' Zimmer and Jack ' and 
Jeppestown — in through gardens, and trees, and 
pretty suburban streets, along a cutting and below 
a bridge, and we ran in under a high domed roof of 
glass, and came to a standstill beside one of the plat- 
forms of a great railway station, much larger and 
finer than Redfern, or Flinders Street, or the North 
Terrace. 

It was Park Station — and then we remembered 
having seen it before, when the illustrated papers 
made pictures of the refugees crowding into open 
trucks, in the mad rush of September to get away. 
And we remembered another picture of a commando 
going to the Front, and wondered vaguely where all 
those bandoliered and booted warriors were now. 
They were in graves, and at Simon's Bay and St 
Helena, and in the veldt still; and we held their 
towns and railway systems — but had we finished yet ? 
How long was it to be before those silent streets of 
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the outskirts should fill again, before this great 
station should hum with the busy life of the resur- 
rected city, before the black smoke lifted above the 
chimneys of the mines, and the great town should 
have recovered from the paralysis of war ? 

As we waited there we heard the wherefore of our 
waiting. The line had again been blown up, just 
beyond the VaaL Popular rumour credited Christian 
De Wet with the deed, and probably rumour, for once, 
was right Most of us had a sneaking regard for 
De Wet, and looked upon him as a great, though 
sometimes inconvenient man — but this afternoon 
upon that train he was exceedingly unpopular. 

By-and-bye they shunted us into a siding, and com- 
manded us to ' get out,' and so we alighted as well as 
we could, and sat upon our kits beside the carriages 
and trucks. As dusk settled down over the town, 
ambulance-waggons came and carried us away to the 
Amblers' Club, where was located Number 'K 
General Hospital There they put us into bell-tents, 
pitched on the football-ground — four in a tent — and 
they fed us on bovril and bread, and we slept upon 
stretchers, which was the nearest approach we had 
made to sleeping in beds for nearly a year, and was 
a decided improvement upon the litter and dust of our 
late quarters in the horse-stalls. It was dark when 
we arrived, and beyond the fact that great buildings 
within high trees and park-like grounds loomed 
vaguely in the blackness, and the. faint white showing 
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of many marquees and bell-tents glimmered obscurely 
about us, we could make little of our situation and 
environment 

Next morning was beautifully cold, and clear, and 
fresh. No wind stirred the tops of the tall blue gums 
that, hedge-like, surrounded all the enclosure. The 
buildings of the Club stood up amidst them, pictur- 
esque in their setting of green leaves. Part was 
unfinished, with the scaffold poles and ladders still 
erected about its raw and new-looking brick walla 
There had been a fire before the war, and the out- 
break of hostilities had left the work of restoration 
incomplete. 

The tents we occupied were pitched upon a grass- 
less square of recreation ground. Tiers of wooden 
seats surrounded the enclosure. Below it was an- 
other square, and, in the front of the building, an 
excellent cycling track and cricket ground, and still 
more excellent tennis courts. The great concert hall 
of the Club was used as a ward for the more serious 
cases. It contained beds with real sheets and real 
pillows. They struck one as being useless, unneces- 
sary adjuncts of an effete civilisation, after so many 
months of doing without them. Even the loose-boxes 
at Pretoria had seemed at first to be commodious 
residences. It is only afterwards that you look back 
and shudder. Comfort is a matter of comparison. 
To the sick soldier lying in the veldt on a wet night 
a hollow log, or the lee of a paling fence, would seem 
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the very acme of luxury. But when you get to 
civilisation again the reputation of necessary insecti- 
cide will hopelessly damn an hotel in your estimation, 
and you will quite easily turn up your nose at food 
for which, in bivouac or on outpost, you would have 
bartered your last ' fill ' of tobacco. 

On the whole, the hospital in the Amblers' Club 
was an improvement upon that of the Pretorian Race- 
course. In the first place, the condition and location 
of the buildings and grounds were in every way suit- 
able for an hospital. Centrally situated as to the city, 
not fifty yards from the principal railway station, 
amply large in its grounds for the exercising of con- 
valescent patients, surrounded on all sides by wide 
streets, and with a high galvanised-iron fence having 
but two main entrances — both from the points of view 
of its administration and of its patients no site or 
arrangements could possibly have been better adapted 
for the successful treatment of sick and wounded and 
the maintenance of necessary discipline than were 
those of the one in question. 

We were more comfortable in the little tents, 
though it was strange how full four stretchers and 
their occupants made them seem, even after the usual 
dozen or fifteen human beings who smothered in them 
in the ordinary standing camps. The food, although 
practically the same as supplied to us at the Race- 
course, was better cooked and better served, but in 

this bracing climate of cold, clear, winter weather, to 

n 
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men whose naturally fine appetites were in no wise 
impaired by their physical injuries, the ration scale 
was wofully insufficient 

A very excellent thing was the fact that for the 
most part the hospital, or at least the division of it 
in which we were, was served by orderlies of the St 
John's Ambulance Association. 

There is no branch of the Imperial Army so gener- 
ally unpopular with all other branches as the Royal 
Army Medical Corps. This is a large, loose state- 
ment apparently, but it is unfortunately none the less 
perfectly true. Were one to account for it by stories 
heard in and out of the hospital one might possibly 
be merely repeating calumnious untruths, but there 
is much, apart from hearsay, that one has seen oneself, 
and which all Colonial soldiers have seen also, to 
render fairly evident Tommy Atkins' dislike as a class 
to the privates and non-commissioned officers of the 
corps. He seems to regard the men of the R.A.M.C. 
as being essentially on a lower plane than himself. 
He has bestowed upon them contemptuously the 
appellations of 'Poultice Wallopers,' 'Linseed Lan- 
cers/ and other insulting and more ribald designations 
too Atkinesque to mention. As a primary reason for 
having incurred Tommy's bitter dislike it may be that 
the rank and file of the R.AM.G, being technically 
non-combatants, are unreasonably looked down upon 
by men who are. And, when he ' goes sick,' Tommy 
has to do just what he is told by these despised beings 
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— which is, doubtless, very galling to Tommy. " So," 
says he, " w*en we meets the swine artside, we breaks 
their bleedin' 'eads. If they sees yer comin' darn 
the street, w*y they bloomin' well dodges hup a halley." 

Personally, one is almost ready to excuse many of 
the shortcomings of the much-abused orderlies, by 
consideration of the fact that you cannot expect the 
services of a perfect being when you pay him some- 
thing that comes to a little more than a shilling a day. 
If a good personnel is required, then it will have t<j 
be paid for. And you won't get ' much of a man ' 
to do the kind of work the R.A.M.C. are called upon 
to do under live. 

Now the men of the St. John's Ambulance Associa- 
tion were volunteers and enthusiasts, besides being, 
in ordinary life, men of a very much higher social 
grade than the class from which the private regular 
soldier is usually drawn. They therefore took more in- 
terest in their work than did the men of the R.A.M.C. 
They may not, perhaps, have been quite so well 
trained and disciplined, but they were certainly kinder, 
gentler, and more sympathetic in their treatment of 
patients than were the regular orderlies. And so 
they incurred Tommy's gratitude and esteem — since 
Tommy is a gentleman who is nothing if not just in 
his estimate of superiors and equals. 

The routine is much the same as at the Racecourse. 
' Reveille ' sounds early, and presently there comes the 
ward-master, usually a sergeant, to turn you out 
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Blankets are folded, and stacked neatly at the head 
of each stretcher. The walls of the tent are rolled 
up, and its interior and immediate vicinity swept 
and cleaned, after breakfast has been served, so that 
the resultant crumbs may not meet the eye of the 
visiting medical officer. In the meantime, if you are 
physically capable of so doing, you go for a wash. 

Now here is the worst one has to say of this other- 
wise—considering the circumstances and the times — 
exceptionally well-regulated and administered estab- 
lishment. At <me end of the main building of the 
Club stood a long wooden trough, raised some three 
feet above the ground on trestles. Each morning it 
was filled with water from a stand-pipe, and in it 
scores of men performed their ablutions. One may 
imagine that the water became fairly ' thick ' after a 
little time each morning. Well, that did not matter 
so much. You cease to be over-particular as to small 
details of this nature after you have learned what it 
is to go seven days without any kind of ' wash ' at all 

This was the thing that mattered — sufficient care 
was not taken by the authorities to isolate cases of 
infection or contagion, so that the unrestricted use of 
this common washing-place might — and in one in- 
stance known to the writer actually did— endanger the 
health of all the inmates of the hospital 

But — to return to our routine. Breakfast over, and 
the lines garnished as aforesaid, the medical officer 
in charge of the ward to which you belong goes his 
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rounds. His advent to each tent is heralded by the 
sergeant poking his head through the canvas door- 
flap and thunderously yelling, " Shunmedcalorf cer ! ° 
— which use has accustomed you to translate as " At- 
tention! Medical Officer". So you turn out, and 
stand with your diet-sheet — a mysterious document 
whereby you obtain varieties of the scanty rations 
that are going — one of a row before the tent You 
must stand there, even if it be only on one leg and a 
stick. The sergeant snatches the sheet from your 
hand, the swift physician glances keenly at you out 
of the corner of his eye as he initials it, does the same 
for your three companions, and hurriedly passes on 
to the next tent, where already the war-cry of his 
satellite has preceded him. 

The inspection over, there remains naught to do but 
smoke, if you have tobacco ; read, if you possess any 
literature; sleep, if you think you can, or otherwise 
put in the time until the bugle sounds the dinner- 
call. Dinner consists of the same boiled cubes of 
leathery meat floating in thick soup and a few po- 
tatoes in their jackets, served up in the little enam- 
elled-tin basins in which you draw your morning and 
evening tea. 

The long afternoon passes monotonously. The 
best that you may do to while away the hours is to 
sit still in your own or another tent, and listen to the 
bloody and hair-raising accounts of side-lights of the 
war. Many of them, though couched in simple and 
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profane language, and not for publication, are true 
and real beyond question — a great many of them are 
untruly and gloriously sensational enough for the 
1 copy ' of the most unveracious correspondent of the 
average London Daily Shocker. 

There was a Cornstalk who came to a marquee in 
which certain of us were sitting one rainy after- 
noon. Most of those present were Englishmen and 
Canadians. One little group of four or five sat in a 
dark cdrner, and smoked silently— content for the 
most part to listen to the stirring tales to which, we 
felt, we could never hope to approach in interest of 
adventure and startling detail Our compatriot was 
a member of a certain famous Australian corps, which 
had distinguished itself all through the Western Cam- 
paign. It would be unjust to him to say that he was 
boastful. He was not He merely told his tale in 
a dignified and simple manner that took it straight to 
the hearts of his listeners. 

The writer had not the good fortune to share in 
French's dash to Kimberley. He knows no more 
about it than what he has been told by men who 
were there, and what he has since read in the news- 
papers, and magazines, and books. But he is quite 
sure that he will never in all his life read such a 
graphic, nerve-stirring, sympathetic narration of that 
great cavalry march as he heard from the guileless 
lips of his gifted fellow-countryman that winter after- 
noon in the dark interior of the fourth marquee, of 
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the second row, in the upper football-ground of the 
Amblers' Club Hospital at Johannesburg. 

It was not merely immense; it was 'epic'. He 
told us of the gathering of the host at Ramdam ; of 
the organisation ; of the setting forth ; of the fighting 
near Klip Drift; of the miles of waterless veldt 
beyond the Modder. In harrowing manner he re- 
counted the sufferings the men had endured, the awful 
thirst that killed horses by the hundred, the running 
fight Clearly and lucidly he made plain to us the 
magnificent generalship of Johnny French. We 
could not but suppose that, in rare occult fashion, the 
plans of that 'deep' customer had been evident to 
him from the very beginning of the operations, and 
that for our benefit — there, right there in that humble 
place — he was letting us peep along the quiet back- 
ways where the unseen elements of history walk 
darkly. 

We felt elated and triumphant that we — we dozen 
or so of common soldiery — should learn these things, 
first-hand and hot, from one who knew. It would be 
something to talk of through all our uninteresting 
after-lives. It was a dreadful march, it was a wonder- 
ful march, it was the military movement of the ages ; 
it was a soul-stirring and ennobling recital, such as 
we had never looked to hear from mortal lips. King- 
lake might have approached it in stately minuteness, 
Archibald Forbes or Steevens could not have come 
near it What a pity, we thought, that he had not lived 
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before, so that he might have been with Caesar in 
Gaul, or with Napoleon from Moscow or across the 
Alps into Italy! 

As though we saw it all, we rode with him into 
the shell-battered Diamond City. He showed all the 
happiness and sadness of the welcome of the lately 
besieged We saw the Kaffirs ravenously swooping 
upon the entrails of the worn-out horses shot at 
the completion of the march, little white-faced 
children, and the anaemic women, coming from the 
mine-shafts. We saw and heard Cecil Rhodes; be- 
held the wonderful gun Labram the American had 
built in the De Beers workshops. He took us to the 
scarred trenches, the littered Boer redoubts and gun 
emplacements; and next morning we went out with 
him to rout the remaining Boers by Dronfield Bill 
Adams at Waterloo was as a Policeman at a Botany 
'push' fight compared to this hero. 

And when he stopped, and went away to get tea, 
a man of his own corps, who had gaped with us, un- 
seen, from the darkness of that corner in the marquee, 
could only gasp brokenly, "Wonderful wonderful! 
Oh, dam wonderful ! " 

And that expressed the feelings of us all. 

"Yes," continued his comrade, "it's the wonder- 
fullest yarn I've ever heard Why — the blarsted liar ! 
— we went to Kimberley in Febroory, an* he didn't 
leave Sydney until April ! " 

None the less, it was the finest story ever told — 
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and although it was sadly true that the narrator had 
never been to Kimberley in his life, had never seen 
the Modder (save at the Glen, north of Bloemfontein), 
had never been under fire during the war, and was 
' a consistent and shameless pom-pom dodger ' all his 
days — he was gifted with an imagination and power 
of expression that Virgil or Dante might have 
coveted One had the inclination, but not the 
power, to run after him, as he strolled modestly away, 
in order to grasp him by the hand and say, " My 
brother, you are the most gifted and accomplished 
liar that Australia ever produced ! " And, when you 
come to think of it, that would be saying a great deal 
At night they gave us candles, and we lay upon 
our stretchers, smoking and reading, until the time 
came to 'turn in'; or wondering whether we were 
to stay for ever in Johannesburg, and what the town 
might be like; or speculating as to how they must 
be thinking soon of shearing out at home in Australia. 
Everything seemed very quiet out in the soldier- 
ridden city. One could make out, beyond the top of 
the lower fence and through the straight stems of 
the bordering eucalypti, the bright globes of incan- 
descent light that shone over the empty streets. 
Later, there came the far, faint challenges of the 
sentries about the Market Square — and once, about 
midnight, we heard a rifle-shot, and a scream of pain, 
and, turning over drowsily, wondered what the poor 
devil had done. 
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There was a week of this— each day exactly a 
reproduction of the one before it, no evening that 
differed from the last — and then one mid-day, in the 
sudden fashion by which things are carried on on 
active service, the writer was warned amongst others 
to be ready for the train at one o'clock, in order to 
start again for Cape Town. 

Of the journey down one need not speak at length, 
although it was the most exciting train journey the 
writer has ever taken. There was never any chance 
of being bored for lack of interest in those days 
between Pretoria and Kroonstadt Every culvert 
and bridge over which we passed seemed to have 
been blown up, at least once. The engine that drew 
our train was bullet-marked about the cab and boiler ; 
the closed trucks in which we travelled nearly all 
had little round holes somewhere through their walls. 
The first night we stayed at Vereeniging, just beside 
the Vaal, and waited there until morning. 

When we had crossed the river, and come to Vil- 
joen's Drift upon the southern side, news came that 
the line had been again interrupted further down. 
It was noon before we recommenced our journey, and 
by the next evening we had not come to Honing 
Spruit We had passed the Kopjes Siding where 
De Wet had nearly caught Lord Kitchener in person ; 
and Roodeval where he had unmistakably caught 
the Fourth Derbyshires, and had blotted out every- 
thing of the station save one shell-torn iron tank and 
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a steel safe, and where the mails and winter clothing 
lay half-burned over acres of veldt. 

Honing Spruit was but eighteen miles from Kroon- 
stad, but no train ever travelled in the darkness over 
that part of the new colony. So we waited beside 
the little entrenched station, and about eight o'clock 
were turned out of the trucks into the trenches to 
assist in repelling an expected Boer attack, which, 
however, never came off. 

At Honing Spruit there was a quaint but doubtful 
story of a stray Canadian, who, somehow, was some- 
where along the line with various other details in a 
little entrenched post, guarding communications. It 
was his duty to ride out each morning along a length 
of line, in order to find out whether all was clear for 
the trains to proceed One morning, having sallied 
forth as usual, at some distance out he espied five 
industrious beings busily employed in levering up a 
rail. They were so intent upon the work in hand 
that they did not perceive their avenging Nemesis, 
and he was able to approach them within two hundred 
yards of the scene of their exertions, still unnoticed 
At first, he thought of riding back and reporting his 
discovery in the orthodox way, but being a Canadian, 
and therefore dowered with a delightful freedom from 
all the restraining trammels of Red-Book rules, he 
decided ' to score off his own bat \ So he dismounted, 
tied his horse to a telegraph-pole, rested his rifle over 
an ant-heap, took careful aim, and shot a Boer. As 
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the startled men sprang to their feet in astonishment 
he shot another, and, whilst they were hurriedly seek- 
ing to mount their horses, he ' bagged ' a third. The 
remaining two escaped 

The Canadian strolled over to the three bodies, and 
found each one of them quite dead Doubting 
whether his comrades at the post would believe his 
unsupported story of having singly engaged five 
Boers, killing three, and putting the other two to 
flight, he — what do you think? — he took their 
scalps! 

We reached Kroonstad for breakfast, remained 
there until nearly noon, and arrived at Brandfort in 
the evening. On the railway bridge near the latter 
town, a sentry had recently been 'sniped* by some 
enterprising sportsman, from the bed of the river, on 
a moonlight night Accordingly, nowadays, the more 
representative burghers of Brandfort paraded with 
the guard on the bridge, and took turns of 'sentry- 
go ' in military overcoats. There had been no more 
'sniping*. 

Bloemfontein we came to in the ' wee sma' ' hours 
of the next day, and were immediately taken from our 
trucks, given a drink of hot milk and bovril, and 
placed in the bell-tents of the big canvas hospital 
under the long kopje where were mounted the Naval 
guns, and which since the British occupation has been 
known as Naval HilL And next day, as a further 
stage of our progress to the coast, we were drafted 
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off in batches to the various hospitals about the town 
and its vicinity. 

One has written at greater length of hospital ex- 
periences than at first intended, but, as they would be 
incomplete without some account of the five weary 
weeks at Bloemfontein, we shall speak of the great 
hospital in the veldt, westward of the town, whither 
we were sent, in another chapter. 

Moreover, the writer had opportunity of seeing, as 
it were, the Military Hospitals in three very repre- 
sentative stages. First there were the primitive ar- 
rangements, typical of the extreme Front, at 
Pretoria, where you slept in stables and fed like pigs. 
Then came the Amblers' Club, which was a sort of 
intermediate stage between inferiority and tolerability. 
Thirdly, we come to Number ' N ' General, at Bloem- 
fontein, which, at the time when we were inmates of 
it, was a good type of the Stationary Hospital, so 
located that every necessary thing might easily be 
procured; and which, therefore, had to stand or fall 
in one's estimation upon its own merits, and could 
shelter behind no excuse of interrupted communica- 
tion — for then, and for many months, the lines to 
Port Elizabeth and Cape Town were both open to 
traffic, and supplies were coming through regularly, 
and in sufficiently large quantities to meet all require- 
ments. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE HOSPITAL (Continued) 

Number 'N* General Hospital stood to the west 
of Bloemfontein, on the rising veldt that stretched 
away to Kimberley. You came out past the white- 
columned Raadzaal, through the bushes that fringed 
the outskirts of the town, kept northward of the great 
clump of willow trees that had been so cool and shady 
when we came before — but were bare and leafless 
now — crossed a deep spruit, and arrived at the wide- 
spreading city of snowy canvas. On the higher sky- 
line were redoubts and trenches, infantry and artillery 
camps, and, standing up clean and sharply-cut against 
the bluest of all blue skies, the gloriously purple, 
far-off peaks of conical and sugar-loaf kopjes — miles, 
and miles, and ever so many miles away through 
the clear, dry, closer-bringing atmosphere. 

And if you stood, ere you entered the lines and 
streets of gleaming tents — stood just on the threshold 
of the suburbs of that strangely-peopled city — and 
looked back across the intervening veldt, your eye 
took in a picture of such sunlit beauty, such clear and 
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smiling sweetness of earth, and sky, and distant glow- 
ing hills, as you will never in all your 'afterwards' 
remember but with pleasure and delight 

Across a mile or more of bare, brown veldt the 
buildings of brick, and stone, and iron nestled in 
their beds of evergreen eucalyptus and leafless oak 
and elm. Spires, and walls, and gleaming iron roofs 
studded the deep-green and gold-grey beauty of their 
lovely setting. The dome above the Raadzaal, the 
steeple of the Dutch Church, the floating Union Jack 
over the Presidency, lingered in one's vision beside 
the rest At one end the old fort rose above the 
clustering roofs on its little kopje, at the other there 
stretched away from us to eastward the long, flat bulk 
of Naval Hill. Away behind, forty miles away, yet 
clear and sharply showing in every curve of outline, 
lay blue Thaba N'chu — the great historic mountain 
of the brave old Voortrekkers. Down to southward, 
in the rolling ridges, were the little groups of shining 
distant tents that marked the outposts in the wide 
perimeter of possible defence. Between them and 
us, beside the road that had led in the march from 
Driefontein, was the great Rest Camp — a bewildering 
massing together of bell-tents. 

If you have gazed long enough across the open to 
beautiful Bloemfontein, and have drunk in all the 
loveliness of scene we used to sit and watch through 
many afternoons for hours unweariedly, it will be 
worth your while to turn and look at what is close to 
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you — the trim orderliness, and clean regularity, and 
manifest respectability of Number ' N \ 

It is a wonderful place, a kind of new world of weird 
beings in bright new clothes, and spurred and booted 
surgeons who never rode a horse— and, above all, it 
is the kingdom of ' Mad Jack \ 

There were streets and lanes of stately marquee 
tents — one great group upon the right hand, and an- 
other upon the left, and, in between, an open space 
with galvanised-iron huts for stores, and kitchens, and 
washing-places. In the background there were acres 
of bell-tents — tenantless now, but once upon a time 
(which the orderlies speak of yet shudderingly as ' the 
fever time *) full to overflowing. 

Each marquee is dressed in its line, correct and 
level to the quarter of an inch. Every guy-rope is 
uniform and symmetrical with regard to every other, 
every peg is driven into the ground at the same angle 
as every other peg, and all are whitewashed Along 
each broad highway are whitened stones, set evenly 
in rows upon the ground, and, at the corners, little 
heaps of boulders, also of a glowing whiteness. 

There is nothing here that stands out from its 
surroundings. All is uniformity and monotony of 
sameness. The patients are dressed with an exact 
similarity — blue flannel trousers, ill-fitting flannel 
jackets of the same vivid hue, red neckties, and 
yellow slippers ; and each man blows his nose upon 
a red cotton handkerchief with a white border. The 
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orderlies are all in khaki serge, the officers in uniform, 
with puttees or leggings, and sometimes spurs. The 
Nursing Sisters glide from tent to tent, in their neat 
grey gowns with the red capes about their shoulders, 
and white muslin headdress — pleasant to behold, and 
generally pleasant to speak to and be nursed by, and 
always, one thinks, good, brave gentlewomen. 

In our marquee there were five Tommies and the 
writer. There was a private of the West Riding who 
had been a colour-sergeant — but was 'smashed' — 
suffering from rheumatism, and so bad that he was 
unable to bear the coldness of sheets upon his bed 
Next to him, one of the Scots Guards, badly wounded 
in the groin. Then a Fourteenth Hussar, who said 
his heart was weak. It was — but not in the way he 
sought to impress the doctor with. Beside him lay 
a little lance-corporal of the Essex Regiment, whose 
trouble was synovitis of the right knee. Opposite 
the writer's bed was that of a broken- jawed private 
of the Oxfordshire Light Infantry. The writer was 
the only un-English resident, and, being an Aus- 
tralian, was a person of some consequence in the 
community. 

Comparatively all the appointments of the marquee 
were on a scale of unexampled luxury. There was a 
tarpaulin on the earthen floor by way of carpet We 
slept on beds — real iron beds with spring mattresses 
and sheets — think of it — sheets! There were 
counterpanes, too, and pillows with pillow-cases, and 

12 
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they were changed as soon as ever they began to 
get dirty; and we had night-shirts, and day shirts, 
and all manner of fine things. There were little bed- 
side tables for each man, and there was a bigger 
table by the door of the tent with a looking-glass on 
it, and plates, and knives and forks, and enamelled 
bowls to drink from. And we had an orderly to 
attend on us — (only he didn't, he got us to attend on 
him) — and we were quite suddenly become as million- 
naires and princes, who have everything they want 
and a good deal they don't want — which we had too. 

But a bed — a real bed — just think of it! You may 
laugh if you like, you who read this enthusiastic boast- 
fulness of beds, but just you sleep upon the bare 
ground under the stars, wet and dry, every night for 
seven months, and when you get into a bed again — 
a real, soft, comfortable bed — you will never want to 

leave it The good Captain B , who visited ours 

and two other marquees, felt the writer's ankle, and 
put it into plaster-of-Paris, and sent him to bed for 
three weeks, and the writer knew himself that, if it 
had been for three years, he would have borne it 
cheerfully. My goodness! but it was fine. The 
luxury of it! 

And so, for those restful weeks one was in bed, 
and there were opportunities afforded Tommy Corn- 
stalk of studying Tommy Atkins at close quarters, 
such as he had not had before — and the little Sister, 
and Mad Jack, and Keen the Orderly, and the Boy 
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Chaplain, who served out funny little prayer-books 
with swords, and guns, and lances printed on their 
covers — and all the other variously interesting types 
of humanity who moved about the hospital 

It was a curiously interesting experience. It would 
be just as interesting to an inmate of a pauper asylum 
or a gaol. One found new types of men, of whose 
existence one had merely read before. There were 
tales of strange lives and of a different world to the 
one we knew of in Australia. There was the quaintest 
profanity in language, the most singular and notable 
slang to be met with outside the chronicles of Mul- 
vaney and his allies. There were anecdotes of life 
in barrack-room such as we would not repeat to 
a Chinaman; there were stories of garrison towns 
that would shock Beelzebub. Robbery and rape were 
homely topics amongst those delightful army types. 
Getting drunk was never such a glorified feat as one 
heard it spoken of in Number ' N \ One has lived 
and worked with all manner of outcast men to whom 
obscenity was wit and blasphemy the salt of con- 
versation, but never has one, or never will again, 
perhaps, encounter such strange gifts of foul-mouthed 
loquacity as one lived through \n that five weeks at 
Bloemfontein. 

And yet — one never will meet again five kindlier 
souls, or more generous, or better disposed, or more 
unselfishly ready to assist a helpless comrade. One 
may never forget the quiet little helping ways they 
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had, whilst one lay in bed unable to assist oneself. 
The red-headed Guardsman, who was the foulest 
souled of all, swept the floor about one's bed in the 
mornings, or walked painfully to the reading tent and 
brought back books, out of sheer good-heartedness. 
The little Dublin guttersnipe who graced the Essex 
mended one's trousers, and refused so much as half 
a fig of black tobacco by way of repayment for his 
trouble. And they were all just as kind and helpful 
to one another. Sampson, who talked with difficulty 
by reason of his bandaged jaw, moved silently about 
the tent doing perpetual little jobs of tidiness. They 
were the tidiest men in the world. But most soldiers 
of the regular army are that Imagine the same class 
in a shearer's hut ! 

The day commenced with the arrival of Keen from 
his quarters. Keen was a Cockney-Scotchman — at 
least, that is how West Riding described him. He 
was always desirous of buying things from you, which 
he would sell to some one else at a higher figure. 
"Yah! blinded, bloomin' Sheeny — vat you dinks! " — 
he of the Guards would remark by way of 'riling' 
him. The Hussar sold him a coloured blanket — the 
cheap sort you may purchase anywhere for a few shil- 
lings, and the design upon which was a most startling 
combination of all the cardinal colours. Keen traded 
it to the little Sister as having come from Cronje's 
laager. The amount of stuff which Cronje must have 
had stored in that laager was simply enormous. You 
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certainly never buy any Boer curios or relics except 
upon the understanding that it was salvaged from 
Paardeberg. It cannot be genuine otherwise. 

Shortly after the coming of Keen, a man brings 
the day's allowance of bread — a very liberal one here. 
Nobody gets up much before breakfast-time. A 
bucket of water and basin are the means of toilets. 
The buckets are beautifully clean and polished in 
Number 'N'. 

One pot of jam was given to us each day, and one 
ounce of butter for every man. Besides these de- 
licacies there were, as ' extras/ a tin of cocoa paste, 
two pineapples, twelve oranges, four bottles of stout, 
and two ounces of whisky in common amongst the 
tentful. The broken jaw and the ' rheumatism,' also, 
had special diets of their own. 

Immediately after breakfast those who were able 
to move about assisted Keen in sweeping out the tent, 
making the beds, and generally cleaning and polish- 
ing all the plates and utensils in use, so that every- 
thing might be neat and 'shipshape' against the 
coming of the Doctor at ten o'clock. If the weather 
were fine, the canvas sides of the marquee were 
looped up all round, so that the air might circulate 
freely and keep the atmosphere of the tent fresh and 
sweet 

Just before the advent of the Doctor, the little 
Sister who had charge of the row of marquees in 
which ours stood came to see that all was right If it 
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wasn't she bullied Keen unmercifully. It was almost 
ludicrous to see the compact little woman, with the 
firm chin and tender eyes, ordering about great, 
hulking men who could have carried her in their 
pockets, so to speak. She always had her way — 
which, however, is not unusual with her sex. She, 
too, was Scotch, but her speech was much prettier 
than Keen's. 

When the Doctor came we all lay in, or upon, our 
beds with our board-mounted diet-sheets in our 
hands, and he took a lot of cheerful trouble over each 
of us, and was civil, and witty, and alert — much more 
alert than the Hussar desirous of heart-disease sup- 
posed. Every one liked Captain B . He was 

not a regular R.A.M.C. man, but belonged to some 
volunteer medical corps in London, and had a good 
practice privately, Keen said. Keen knew every- 
thing. 

'Extras' were drawn from the Quartermaster's 
stores at eleven o'clock, and we drank the drinks 
immediately — by way of diversion — and kept the 
fruit until the afternoon. The cocoa paste was made 
use of after dinner and at night, making a couple 
of bowls apiece, with hot water from the cookhouse, 
which Oxfordshire procured by reason of possessing 
a ' towny ' amongst the cooks. We lived well in our 
marquee, principally owing to the pushing ways of 
Keen — who levied commission on all he obtained for 
us — and the kindness of Captain B . 
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Dinner was mainly ' roast varied ' — which is meat, 
gravy, vegetables, salt, mustard and pepper, in a little 
flat tin. The tins were carried from the cookhouse 
in a hot-water tray, so that they kept warm. 

The afternoon was a time of sleep, of lurid conver- 
sation, or reading, or draughts, or chess, or dominoes, 
or cards. At four o'clock little niggers came through 
the lines selling the Bloemfontein Post, which we 
always bought There was little enough of news in it, 
and its leaders were obviously inspired, but there was 
occupation and interest in trying to read the Dutch 
pages, and any news was better than none. Its 
telegraphic items relative to the war were probably 
much more reliable than those of the big papers in 
England and Australia at the time, but they were 
usually many days old The Post was the successor 
of the Friend, which had been a so bitterly anti- 
English journal before the British occupation, and a 
so brilliantly edited news-letter for the few weeks 
immediately after that event, when it was under the 
control of the war correspondents. 

Tea was at four-thirty, and sleep came about nine 
o'clock. Every day was as the one described. They 
never varied to a quarter of an hour. You ate the 
same thing and did the same thing every day as you 
had done yesterday and the day before, and, after a 
week of it, the monotony of existence was unspeak- 
able. One seemed to have become a machine. After 
the activity of life at the front, the lack of exercise 
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and change was the most trying experience of all 
the war. At times it affected men's spirits strangely, 
and one has heard of cases of melancholia arising 
from the enforced idleness of hospitals coming in so 
sudden contrast to a mental state that pulsated with 
interest and excitement 

One must make further mention of 'Mad Jack'. 
To speak of Number ' N ' and pass that worthy over 
would be as though one told of the sea and ignored 
the fact that its fundamental element was water. 
' Mad Jack ' was the fundamental element of Number 
' N \ He had the sending of patients to Capetown, 
and as most men wished to get to Capetown, if 
only for a change, most men came into contact with 
him, and most men wished subsequently that they 
had rather come in contact with the Evil One himself. 
It was amusing, but disastrous to your chances of a 
trip down country, to go before ' Mad Jack,' and let 
him see what your inclinations were. 

He was in charge of a large part of the hospital, 
and held army rank as a Lieutenant-Colonel, and was 
a most curious and interesting character. Short, 
wiry, slightly knock-kneed, with legs very much 
shorter than his long, flat-backed body, and dressed 
in a khaki uniform that did not fit him well, and with 
leggings some sizes too large for his calves, he was 
a strange figure as he stood outside his office-tent 
making fiery speech to the luckless patient or orderly 
who might have chanced to incur his wrath. A keen, 
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square-jawed, sun-tanned face peered at you through 
gold glasses, as though he sought to probe your very 
soul with his choleric gaze. Popular report credited 
him with having been in the Army Medical Service 
for more years than most of us could count to our 
ages. He had been previously in Africa in '8i, in 
India, in Malta — in all, or nearly all, the many places 
where British soldiers go. 

But it was of Ireland of which he seemed to wish 
you always to bear in mind that he was a son. 
Should it happen that you were Irish also— Cork for 
preference — then, indeed, was your bed a bed of roses 
and your path an easy one. They said that he had 
done good work down about Colesberg in the early 
year, and that he had been mentioned in despatches 
for conspicuous gallantry. And they told all manner 
of stories about him — his sayings became proverbs, 
his quaint wit and quainter wrath subjects of laugh- 
ing talk in the marquees at night No one who has 
sojourned in Number * N ' can possibly forget ' Mad 
Jack'. 

A civil surgeon, doing duty at the hospital, had, 
at his own request, sent a certain man before him 
wjiom he (the civil surgeon) had recommended for 
Capetown. 

" Phwat ails ye, me man — phwat ails ye, phwat ails 
ye ? Can ye not sphake — what, what, what ! " 

"You told me to come and see you, sir, and Mr. 
S— sent me up this morning." 
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"Shtand up sthraight, ye scoundthrel — shtand up 
sthraight in y*r boots! I didn't tell ye anything av 
the sort — what, what, what! " 

"But, sir, I " 

" Shtop /r ' buts,' me man. I tould ye nothing av 
the koind Kape shtill, now! Phwat d'ye mane by 
comin' here thryin' to tell me I said such nonsinse? 
I niver said it! " 

"Well, Colonel D " 

"Now phwat d'ye mane by y*r insubordination? 
Ill get ye two years, me man. Phwat ails ye, I tell 
ye ? For why do ye not answer me ? Is it dumb ye 
are? Come here — come here into the loight, till I 
look phwat koind av a man ye are, at all. Why don't 
ye tell me phwat's the matter wid ye ? What, what, 
what!" 

" Well, sir, I've had enteric, and the Doc " 

" Ye've had no such thing at all Phwat d'ye know 
about enteric ? Who tould ye ye'd had enteric Ye've 
not! Ye got a bullet now, didn't ye? What! " 

" Yes, sir, but I had enteric after in " 

* 'Twas a bullet, ye Irishman ! Phwat soort of an 
elephint ye must be not to know the difference be- 
twane a gunshot wound an' faver? D'ye want to 
go to Kep Town? Now shpake the truth, me 
man. Do-ye-want-to-go-to-Kep-Town ? What, what, 
what!" 

"Yes, sir, I'd like " 

" Well, ye won't ! Ye'U not go to Kep Town ! Rist 
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Camp, Rist Camp, Rist Camp! Mark him 'Rist 
Camp/ sargint Sure ye're just the bhoyo for th' 
Rist Camp!" 

" But, sir, I'm feeling very weak, and * 

" Wake, is it ? Ye f ale wake. Ye don't, ye don't, 
ye know well ye don't ! Go along wid ye, me man — 
isn't it the tickey beer in Kep Town an' the Dutch 
gurls ye're thinkin' of ? What ! Look here, me lad, 
ye were never so well off in yer loife as yell be in 
the Rist Camp. Sure, the Colonel '11 thrate ye loike 
his own son. Aw, yis, ye'U go to th' Rist Camp. 
Sure, it's a grand place entirely. Kep Town! — Kep 
Town! — what, what, what! Now, I'll just tell ye 
what, me bhoyo— a fortnight in the Rist Camp an' 
two years in China '11 jist put ye roight Ye'll be a 
new man af ther it — what, what, what ! " 
" Oh, damn it ! — won't you let me speak ? " 
" Phwat's that, phwat's that ? Who are ye, who are 
ye? Phwat d'ye mane be comin' here shwearin' an' 
cur-rsin' loike that ? Who are ye, who are ye ? Phwat 
rigimint do ye belong to ? " 
* Oh, Second New Zealand Contingent" 
" Aw — these dam Colonials ! Mark him ' Kep 
Town,' sargint — get out, get out o' me soight ! Sure, 
I get no pace at all wid you Austhralians, an' Canad'- 
yan's, an* New Zealanders! Go on — get away off to 
/r marquee! Y're not fit t' thravel! Mark him 
' further tratement,' sargint Alright, alright — go 
away! Go away — out o' — me soight Aw, yes, yes, 
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yes! Yell go to Kcp Town — anywhare t* get rid av 
ye! M 

The above is only a sample of the style and manner 
of this quaint creature. He strolled about the Camp, 
stopping and questioning men on all kinds of astonish- 
ing subjects. He was, without doubt, the greatest 
feature of Number ' N \ An encounter with ' Mad 
Jack ' kept you laughing to yourself for twenty-four 
hours. No one could ever forget him. 

But under the quaint, eccentric manner and the 
quizzical fury of his denunciation there beat a good 
heart, and he was, in his own way, a kindly, honest 
gentleman enough. He may have been a singular 
curiosity, but he was a rough diamond also. 

Sometimes, at night, neighbours would drop into 
your marquee. And there had come one who was a 
' bleeder ' — at any rate that is what he of the Four- 
teenth said of him It seemed to be a pet name for 
a typical low-class Londoner — a slum-dragger, one of 
the very much ' submerged tenth \ 

There were other Hospitals down the line — there 
were Wynberg and Woodstock, for example. But 
has not the voice of the M.P. been raised in the land, 
and has he not told you all about them from the fulness 
of his knowledge and vastness of his experience? 
And when you are told a thing isn't it wise to believe 
it always — if you want to ? There was, too, the won- 
derfully perfect ambulance train that bore us Cape- 
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wards, but if you wish to become learned as to 
ambulance trains read " With Number Three "- 1 

Personally, after the lapse of months, one has 
dreary memories of life in hospital ; but it was very 
much better than one had expected it to be. 

1 Rudyard Kipling. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE MAN 

It was a hot morning in the veldt, somewhere between 
Abraham's Kraal and Aasvogel Kop, in what was, as 
yet, the Orange Free State. We cooked a pumpkin 
beside a ransacked farmhouse, and felt bitterly resent- 
ful of the fact that a belted Staff Officer was chasing 
a fowl in the background with a drawn sword, and 
were fiendishly delighted when he tripped over an old 
wheelbarrow, and got his well-fitting khaki clothes 
lamentably dusty. He saw us laughing, and looked 
very angry, and then laughed himself and went inside, 
leaving the hen to whom she might concern. We 
were too weakly hungry to be concerned about her. 
The mirage shone in the valley, and swallowed up 
a train of transport-waggons slowly lumbering out of 
the haze behind. Mile after mile the long procession 
had staggered by, the cries of the Kaffir drivers came 
shrilly to us through the clear morning, the cracking 
of their whips sounded like far-off rifle-shots. A low 
cloud of reddish dust floated into the blue sky beside 
the line of march, stragglers drifted past on foot 
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and horseback — weaiy, boot-worn, mulish, patient 
Tommies, whose rifles seemed to weigh them down ; 
sweating, cursing, disgusted 'flash 1 colonials leading 
lame horses; sickly boys belonging to Cape regi- 
ments, whose worn-out 'chargers' had given in at 
last and were dead behind — all the strangely assorted 
flotsam and jetsam that struggles wearily and perfunc- 
torily to keep pace with an army marching forced 
marches. 

They were hungry days those — when the army 
left its base by Modder Bridge, and dived suddenly 
through the enemy's country in a swift dash for his 
capital They were exciting, eventful days. Osfon- 
tein had been followed by Driefontein; Driefontein 
was to be sequelled by the siege and surrender of 
Bloemfontein. The great battle for which we all 
looked, but which did not come, was still looming in 
front of us. Each day brought us closer to what, we 
thought, was to be the bloodiest struggle of the war. 
When, three mornings after, we left the regiment 
upon the Cape-Pretoria railway, and, scouting forward 
in the uncertain dusk of dawn, from the top of a low 
ridge beheld the pretty town below us, heard the 
homely crowing of cocks, and saw the peaceful blue 
smoke ascending from beneath the early morning 
coffee-pot, we hardly could believe our eyes. The 
great final struggle, from which we were to emerge 
conquerors of all South Africa, and which was to 
bring Paul Kruger suing hastily for peace, had again 
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eluded us — but here, two days before the expected 
fight, we watched divisions and brigades and guns and 
teams go past, and cursed fervently the luck that 
had lamed our horses, and left us, rationless and 
forlorn, in the tracks of the advance. 

My friend was of Roberts' Horse — a full-bearded, 
tweed-trousered Victorian — for all the world like a 
Boer, and having nothing soldierly in his make-up, 
save a worn and faded khaki tunic, a bandolier, a 
slung rifle, and a straight back. We had foregathered 
earlier, in a mealie field, and quarrelled over the pos- 
session of a pumpkin ; but a compromise had estab- 
lished amicable relations, and, at noon, we roasted 
the heaven-sent vegetable in a fire of shelled mealie- 
cobs, beside that white-washed, abandoned farmhouse. 

In the house we had foraged unsuccessfully for food, 
but everything seemed to have been removed, or 
destroyed, by its recent tenants. In a barn was a 
great heap of unthreshed Kaffir corn, but some one 
had thoughtfully anticipated the coming of hungry 
rooibaajes by emptying over it a drum of tar. 

Upon the stoep without lay an old book — a Dutch 
Bible, clumsily bound in leather, printed in curious 
ancient type, and bearing upon its title-page the date 
sixteen hundred and eighty something in Roman 
numerals — a veritable treasure and priceless relic for 
any book lover. In the front was written in faded 
yellow characters "Gert van somebody," and a few 
lines of Scripture. In the back cover was a long list 
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of family names, with dates that ranged from 1690 to 
the end of the seventeenth century — a kind of genea- 
logical tree. Poor people — their terror-stricken flight 
had been so hurried and hasty that, though they had 
taken everything beside, they had left what was pro- 
bably their most beloved heirloom to the spoiler — the 
accursed bogey of a rooinek, who might have helped 
them to load it up also, had they only waited. 

The Bible was carried in the writer's haversack for 
three long hours, and it was large and heavy. Then 
Providence sent another pumpkin into his path, and, 
there being but room for either food or Gospel, 
Gospel had to be left in the veldt, and food trans- 
ported to the camping-ground in place of it We 
were very hungry — but now that that hunger is a 
memory and not a stern reality, regret has taken its 
place. You never know what manner of a depraved 
creature you may become until you are really hungry. 

As we stood beside our miserable fire eyeing the 
blackening slices of pumpkin with starving impatience 
there came another great Staff Officer, trotting 
hideously, to whom spake the hunter of fowls, emerg- 
ing from the house. We caught faintly the words 
" Commander-in-Chief " and " coming," and in reply — 
u No ; next house — lunch is ready there/' and he of 
the misshapen riding-trousers trotted back again — a 
moving eyesore as he bumped upon his uneven way. 

And soon after, down from behind the stone cattle- 
kraal to our left, a group of Staff Officers rode at a 

13 
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walk. Behind them came a body-guard of bearded 
Cape Colonists and Uitlanders. At their head rode a 
little old man. 

He was just as he looks in the portraits that have 
overrun all the papers of the last two years, and was 
quite the kind of man one had expected to behold, 
except in this one particular — that he was even more 
diminutive than we had expected him to prove. In 
the Headquarters Staff there were many big men, 
and this fact may possibly have emphasised the small- 
ness of his stature, but by himself, or in a crowd, 
he can never be anything else, so far as physical 
development goes, than ' little Bobs \ 

It was a never-to-be-forgotten morning for the 
writer — that of the nth of March, 1900. It was one 
of those rare times to an Australian when the lump of 
enthusiasm comes up into your throat, and you can say 
nothing, and think of nothing, and do nothing— only 
feel. It seemed impossible to realise that one was 
really gazing upon one of the idols of one's boyhood, 
and that, unlike most idols, this one had not proved to 
have 'feet of clay'. One thought hurriedly and 
vaguely of the homesick boy going out to join the 
Bengal Artillery, years and years ago ; of the footnote 
below his own modest telling of the gallant deed that 
won him the V.C. ; of the Siege of Delhi; of the 
Kashmir Gate; of John Nicholson; of Cabul and 
Khandahar ; of the dead son lying in Natal; of 
Paardeberg, of Osfontein, of yesterday — of every- 
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thing about him that could flash through one's mind 
in half a second. 

He barely halted to say a word or two, inaudible to 
us, to the fowl-hunting Staff Officer, who had mounted 
his horse and was awaiting the arrival of the Staff 
before they came — and then he moved on, speaking 
earnestly to a handsome younger man who rode 
beside him. 

u Who's that crowd ? " laconically inquired the Vic- 
torian. "Who's the ole feller?" Ignorant swine! 

There was little time in which to notice very much 
before they had come, and passed by, and were out of 
sight upon the other side of the farmhouse — but one 
impression, stronger than all others, remains. Of all 
the Staff he was the freshest and most active-looking 
by a very great deal. It was not hard to realise that, 
since the Army had left the camp by Osfontein, it had 
been a time of great strain and long hours for all of 
them. The tired, weary figures, sitting their horses 
stiffly, spoke eloquently enough of the state of being 
of the Staff as a whole. But the little man at their 
head rode as a ' flash ' shearer who has just ' rung out ' 
a shed — alert, springy, vigorous, and very fit Ex- 
cuse the comparison, you who know flash shearers. 
It merely refers to deportment 

One has written of him above as a ' little old man '. 
'Old' he is — one knows it; and 'little'— one has 
seen it But he is the youngest old man you might 
come across in a thousand years. His figure is slim, 
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and straight, and active. The scrupulously neat khaki 
uniform fitted him as a glove. The puttee leggings en- 
cased the trimmest little legs that ever pressed against 
stirrup-leathers. His brick-red face had been fresh 
shaven that morning — one would swear. His was the 
most graceful form you might ever chance to behold, 
and he carried himself so bravely, and modestly, and 
handsomely, that one felt as though some old 
knight had stepped from a bygone century into this, 
endowed with all the best attributes of the 'age of 
chivalry*. It came across one's thought that here, 
indeed, was a man of whom it might be said again — 
' sans peur et sans refroche \ 

He went on, and, full of pumpkin, we, too, went on 
later in the day ; and, in course of time, he led a pro- 
cession of Guards and other tattered foot soldiers 
through Bloemfontein, whilst we camped five miles 
outside, at Wessels' Farm. 

The next occasion of the writer seeing the 'great 
little man ' was in the Market Square of Bloemfontein 
as he walked across on foot towards the Club, 
attended by the beetle-browed Kitchener, and two 
less important personages who followed a little way 
behind. 

One could not but comment upon the striking con- 
trast presented by the appearance of the two great 
soldiers — a contrast which is not only of appearance, 
but of every deed and the manner of its doing. They 
were both great men — one had but to see them to 
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recognise that fact Even had one never heard of 
them before it would have been apparent at a glance. 
But between the stern, relentless, sphinx-like counten- 
ance of Kitchener and the kindly humanity that looks 
from behind the features of Lord Roberts there is a 
great difference. Only in one characteristic is it 
possible to compare the two faces — and that is the 
indefinable something that spells ' success,' the strong, 
steady, sure look that speaks most eloquently of 
great mental power, of unswerving purpose, of a will 
before which other wills must bend or break. 

In physique every one knows how greatly they 
differ. Kitchener is a big man, even amongst big 
men; Lord Roberts is a little man amongst little 
men. But each of them, according to the scale of his 
construction, is a splendid specimen of vigorous man- 
hood The one is comparatively young, straight- 
formed, sure of step, and long of limb ; the other is 
very old for an active General, and short of limb— so 
short that were Kitchener to walk with his usual 
stride, ' Bobs,' one thinks, would need to trot, in order 
to keep pace. But he is just as straight, just as erect, 
just as imperiously commanding in his looks. Both 
of them are men of steeL 

In course of conversation with an engine-driver on 
the railway between Kroonstad and the Transvaal 
capital, the manner of the two men was strikingly 
exemplified by his words. 

" Oh, yes," he said, " Bobs an' Kitchener comes 
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along sometimes. My colonial, y' oughter see the 
difference at the stations, though! Wen 'Bobs's' 
train pulls up, he gets out an' strolls along the plat- 
form, an' everybody knocks off work so's to come up 
an* have a look at him. He jes' walks about among 
the crowd, talkin' to 'em like me an' you would 
Asks 'em how they're gettin' on for rations, an' so on. 
'Course, he's never familiar, or anything like that — 
/ can always see he's Boss — an' if he notices any- 
thing wrong he lets 'em know, quick an' lively — but 
he seems to be more of a friend to everybody than 
anything else. But w'en ' Herbert ' steps out of his 
carriage there's hardly a soul to be seen on the plat- 
form — they're all away diggin' trenches, or mountin' 
guns, or scoutin' roun' the country — any blessed thing, 
so long as he can see 'em workin'. Lord help 'em if 
they ain't! W'y I b'lieve if Kitchener was to be 
given command of heaven's gates he'd jes' as soon 
Stellenbosch Peter, spite of all his long service, sup- 
posin' he caught him nappin' any warm afternoon ! " 
On another afternoon, we had been up Maitland 
Street to where, it was said, a baker baked bread in 
a little lane that opened from it We had found the 
place, and there had been a clamouring queue of 
Tommies from all the world, so that it seemed one 
might wait indefinitely on the ' off ' chance of a loaf of 
hot bread, and the possibly full chance of getting 
none. So we had come away mourning, and were 
leisurely walking down the street on the right-hand 
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side as you come towards the Post Office, when we 
noticed a throng of officers, and tattered privates, and 
sweating Dutch civilians seeking entrance to the 
Town House. 

" What's on inside ? " we asked a military policeman 
near the door. 

" Dunno," he replied, with the customary ignorance 
of the British soldier as to what may proceed beneath 
his nose. " Dunno. Specs it's a meetin' o' they 
blarsted Christians." 

We went in. Even should they prove to be 
'blarsted Christians' we were anxious to see what 
they were about It was long since we had sat for 
an hour beneath the roof of a public hall or place of 
entertainment It would be almost refreshing not to 
feel the blueness of the sky overhead for a little while. 
And so we entered — there were difficulties about doing 
so. We had to squeeze in through the throng, heed- 
less of protest ; and, finally, we stood against the wall 
under the gallery of a large halL At the further 
end was a stage. In the midst of a setting of scene 
that might have stood for Dunsinane Wood, or the 
Forest of Arden, or Eugowra Rocks in Robbery 
under Arms, was a little table with a water-bottle 
upon it, and a little man — the Little Man — beside it 

All the hushed audience strained its melting faces 
towards the stage. There was a greasy smell of per- 
spiring men, of new bread, of tobacco-laden breaths. 
Clumsy feet sometimes shuffled on the floor. But, 
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though the hall was packed as tightly as it might be 
with hotly living soldiery, there was a hushed, exciting 
silence of the kind you only find when there speaks 
publicly to a great gathering some one whose most 
trivial word the gathering does not wish to lose, whom 
it is worth their while to listen to, and who knows 
what he is talking about 

He was speaking. We stood upon tip-toes to see 
him, and strained also so that we might not m iss any 
word he said 

It was a meeting of the Army Temperance Associa- 
tion — apparently organised by the big-bearded chap- 
lain who sat upon his right hand, and who also 
subsequently said something that was not interesting 
— and of which, we learned for the first time that 
afternoon, Lord Roberts was the President 

He spoke quietly, and distinctly, and to the point — 
he was like a little Maxim, tapping out its emphatic 
arguments rapidly, unmistakably. There was nothing 
of the ' Great-I-am ' or the ' this-is-so-because-I-say-it ' 
style of oratory about his speech. It was direct, con- 
clusive, and to the point ; and he spoke as one grown 
man speaks to another. He was not to us, that after- 
noon, the Commander-in-Chief, telling us what we 
must do — he was simply our friend ' Bobs ' suggest- 
ing, in all kindliness, what we should do. 

He spoke of the march up the Modder. It seemed 
that it was a greater one than the march to Khan- 
dahar. He enlarged upon the privations the troops 
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had had to endure, the footsoreness, the weariness, 
the difficulties of Driefontein. He said how sorry he 
had been when it was wet, and what a fine thing it 
was that we had been unable to get drunk. (Well, it 
possibly was a fine thing.) 

He said he had never led such an army as ours, 
and that he very much doubted whether any one else 
had done so either. We marched well, we fought well, 
above all we behaved ourselves welL Under the 
clear-cut eloquence of the little man we almost 
managed to believe that we were models of good be- 
haviour. We felt glad that he did not seem to have 
realised how very dearly we would have liked to loot 
Bloemfontein, how much we would have enjoyed but 
half a day of the swashbuckling license that' other 
armies had enjoyed in other wars. We felt sneak- 
ingly glad that he had such a good opinion of us. We 
almost realised what 'whited sepulchres' feel like. 

But when he went on to enlarge upon the sobriety 
and steadiness we displayed in the streets of the 
conquered Free State capital, the absence of crime, 
and the lack of defaulters, and attributed it all to the 
temperance principles that actuated the army, we 
wondered whether, possessing as he did all the 
elements that go to make a good man, he really lacked 
in what has been spoken of as the ' saving grace of 
humour '. 

For this was the state of affairs. You went to the 
Bloemfontein Hotel and demanded beer. " Are / an 
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orficer ? " asked the dissipated ruffian who served the 
bar.— "No." "Well, git out quick's yer can." You 
went to the Royal Hotel, and the ubiquitous military 
policeman threatened to run you in. You went to the 
'Masonic,' seeking refreshment, and, though your 
tongue hung out a yard by reason of your dryness, 
they ejected you summarily. One recollected these 
experiences, and felt almost inclined to call loudly 
from the back of the hall : " Oh, Bobs, go slow! It 
wasn't our fault that we were temperate — you funny 
little man. You seem to be pulling our legs ! " 

None the less, although he seemed to credit the 
army as a whole with virtues it did not possess, no one 
who has ever seen war can fail to realise how much 
wisdom the commander of an army displays when he 
prohibits the use of intoxicating liquors to his troops 
upon entering a town. War is terrible and brutal 
enough when conducted by sober combatants. What 
it would be when waged to its logical conclusion by 
drunken fiends one's imagination almost fails to 
picture. 

One could not say that the speech was a triumph 
of oratory. It was not There was nothing dramatic 
in all its length, nothing whatever that might appeal 
to the emotions. But it was lucid, clear, forcible— 
and the manner of its delivery was the manner of the 
man. It may have been as when a schoolmaster 
jokes, and all the little boys laugh heartily, but, glanc- 
ing round the hall at times, it struck one as being 
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extraordinary the way in which the ' Tommies ' hung 
on to every word that dropped from beneath the 
grizzled grey moustache, noted every point of the 
quick discourse, applauded every telling argument 
brought forward And most of them seemed to be 
telling arguments. Never once was there the slightest 
sign of the air referred to above as that of the 'it- 
must-be-right-because-I-say-it ' class. The greatest 
soldier of the Empire was speaking to some of the 
meanest, yet at no time did he seem to be conscious 
of their, and his, relative positions. Always, it was 
as man to man — never as Commander-in-Chief to 
Tommy Atkins or Tommy Cornstalk, or any other 
humble ' pillar of the Empire '. 

He sat down, and the meeting spent ten minutes 
cheering him. From what one knows of Atkins it 
is almost safe to say that there could have been 
scarcely a score of men amongst the soldier audience 
who were enthusiastic advocates of temperance. In 
all he saw of them the writer cannot recall one single 
instance where the British soldiers were not enthusi- 
astic advocates of beer — plenty of beer, unlimited 
beer. That is one of ' Tommy's ' faults. He will sell 
his soul for beer. It was not, one grieves to say, that 
Tommy applauded the manly and wholesome senti- 
ments of the speaker. It was his fanatic love of the 
man that prompted him to cheer so heartily. One 
does not sit in a hot building all through an afternoon 
to hear the kind of thing, good though it be, that one 
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may hear any Sunday afternoon in any park at home. 
It was to hear the Little Man speak, to listen to his 
kind voice, to see him, and to look what manner of 
man he might be, that brought us mostly there. 

While he had been speaking one almost fancied 
that beneath the quiet earnestness of all his words, 
the clear-cut, hard-hitting sentences, there lurked a 
vein of sadness, a quiet undertone of grief, which 
might never come in words to the surface, but which, 
one still fancied, might nevertheless be there. One 
thought of the dead son at Colenso, and of the 
guarded houses, and the lenient proclamations, and 
the scowling people, and wondered whether there 
could be many men like this one at our head — who 
would bear no malice, and evidence no iron hand 
towards the people who had slain his only son. Of 
course, he should not have allowed personal feeling 
to sway his actions in such a manner, but most men 
would have done so. 

Once again, at the Vet River, our Brigade was 
drawn up on the northern bank, just after crossing, 
and we were told that the Commander-in-Chief wished 
to inspect us. We all looked upon it as a privilege, 
and were eager to have the Little Man ride through 
our ranks. For we were proud of our Brigade. And 
then, just as he was coming, the writer and four others 
of his troop were sent out scouting all the way to 
SmaldeeL We were infinitely disgusted, but we had 
to go. 
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Months afterwards, as we lay encamped one morn- 
ing beneath the guns of Daspoort Fort without 
Pretoria — having been hunted thither by De la Rey 
from NitraFs Nek during the best part of the previous 
night — some of us had seen him ride away at noon, 
and we knew that there had been bad trouble for 
some one, that some one had felt 'the heavy hand/ 
and congratulated ourselves that we were but simple 
troopers, having only to obey, and not to take re- 
sponsibility of failure. There was a set expression of 
unfeigning anger that boded ill for some one. The 
iron jaws were close set, and the seamed face hard 
with an expression that few men would willingly 
encounter in their superior. 

A sentry by the cottage at Sunnyside, of whom 
one day we asked directions as to the office of the 
Military Secretary, had spoken of another phase. 
Lord Roberts stood in the verandah above the garden, 
talking to some one earnestly and at length. We had 
asked the sentry jestingly did he know the Little 
Man? 

" Know 'im ! " he replied ; " w*y, yuss, I jes' do know 
'im. Friend o* the famly, *e is. Day afore yestiddy, 
'e comes along the street on foot, an' w*en 'e gits ter 
the gite, er course I Stan's ter ther 'present*. 'E 
comes bowlin' in, 's chippy 's if 'e'd bin to a bloomin' 
dawg-fight 'Good arternoon, sentry/ 'e sez, 'any 
one bin arskin* arter the ole man ? ' Blime ! I was 
that took back I 'aidly knows wot ter s'y to 'im. Any- 
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w*y, I manages ter git out as I didn't think no one 
'ad called ' Wot*s yer nime, sentry ? ' 'e sez. So I 
tells 'im — nime, an' number, an' regimint 'Wasn't 
yer farther with me ter Khanderar ? ' 'e sez. Well, 
Lor lumme! yer could er knocked me hover with a 
bleedin' swipe — me ole man 'ad bin there, but I 
didn't think Bobs 'd er mide 'is acquinetance. Well, 
'e did Remembered 'im fer bein' 'colour' in a 
comp'ny wot 'd done somethink or other. Ain't 'e a 
nobby little bloke? 'E knows crowds an' crowds er 
blokes, too— an' yit 'e remembers me ole man, jes' 
w'en 'e 'ears 'is nime ! " 

This is quite a true story — at least, if it is not, it is 
the sentry's lie, not mine. But that is one of the many 
ways by which Bobs has won the love and esteem of 
all the army. He never forgets a face or a name, they 
say, of any one he has had to do with, however 
humble 

And it is the most wonderful thing in all the world 
— the way they do love him. To the regular army 
he is almost a god One sees his influence every- 
where, and one never sees it without some good 
effect Of course, we Cornstalks and other outlanders 
of the Empire only knew him as we saw him in South 
Africa. A few had read his book, a few had wor- 
shipped him afar off always. 

But it is Tommy Atkins who knows his true worth 
best It is Tommy who speaks most gratefully of the 
life-work of the Little Man. 
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For not alone has he been a fighter, though he has 
seen more fighting than any man alive. There are 
two rows of ribbons across his jacket It is not far 
short of fifty years since he went into action first — 
since he first heard those whistling noises in the air 
whose grim import we have learned to recognise but 
as yesterday, and he has been hearing them ever since. 

It is his peace-work, however, as much as his war- 
work, that has won him the love of all the army. All 
who read must know of what he has done. We, who 
have got to know Tommy in some minor aspects of 
his varied being, can only testify to his grateful ap- 
preciation of the efforts of ' Bobs ' on his behalf. The 
common soldier at home must have a bad time of it 
enough even to-day; but the 'haversack-bred' men 
whose fathers were in the ranks before them will 
tell you how much the conditions of barrack-life have 
improved, even in their remembrance. Especially 
will you hear this from men who have served in 
India. And, even in Africa, the Soldiers' Homes he 
opened — most excellent of institutions upon active 
service — in each conquered town were of incalcul- 
able benefit to all of us. His first and last efforts 
always seem to be directed towards the amelioration 
of the conditions under which his soldiers live. And 
that is one reason why we all loved him so much. 

In the fulness of time he will die. He is an old 
man now, and in a few years — ten or twenty at the 
very utmost — the hardships of a hardly spent life will 
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have told upon him, iron of brain and constitution 
though he be: His wars have been wars that have 
not, at first sight, involved the deaths of mighty 
empires. There has been no Waterloo for him to 
win, there has been no lusting ambition in his nature 
to prompt him to make an Armageddon of his name. 

But there is this that may be written in his record — 
he was a faithful servant of his country, he was a kind 
master, a humane conqueror, and he was the saviour 
of the British Empire. Had we lost South Africa 
we had lost much beside, and it was ' Bobs ' alone who 
saved Africa to us. In his time he has held powers 
that no king or president of to-day may possess 
and live. He has held lives in the hollow of his 
hand; he might have poured out blood in fertile 
lands as a child pours water from a vessel. But 
always he has been merciful, always just, always 
loved by any who have had to do with him — even by 
his country's enemies — and therein lies his greatness. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

THE ARMY 

In the week after the battle of Diamond Hill there 
were few places in the world where so many varieties 
of English, so many outlandish men of the Empire, 
met together and jostled one another as in the streets 
of Pretoria. 

After the short armistice immediately subsequent to 
the evacuation of the capital by the Boer army and 
its occupation by that of Lord Roberts, the troops 
had gone out to surround Louis Botha. It had 
seemed, at one time in the two days' fighting, that 
Louis Botha had almost surrounded the troops, but 
finally, at the expense of many good lives, he had 
been compelled to retire a little further toward the 
bush-veldt, northwards. And then the great bulk of 
the army in the Transvaal sat down in its positions 
to await the remounts hurrying from the south as 
fast as the single line of narrow-gauge railway, the 
exploding culverts* and the ubiquitous De Wet would 
permit North, south, east and west, Divisions and 
Brigades bivouacked in the surrounding veldt The 
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kopjes about the town were hurriedly fortified and 
guarded by the invaders against sudden attack. The 
surrendering of arms, and the merry granting of 
permits to return to farms, went on as briskly as it 
had done in the first days after the surrender of 
Bloemfontein. 

Nothing of very much importance was doing any- 
where. Baden-Powell from Mafeking, and Methuen 
from Fourteen Streams, were riding through the 
Western Transvaal. Paul Kruger administered his 
vague Government from the migratory saloon 
carriage on the Laurenjo Marques line, and hurled 
Scriptural exhortation at his dubious burghers. It 
was a time of stagnation in the north. Below the 
Vaal the Free Staters were alarmingly active, but 
here, in our part of the 'Theatre of War/ nothing 
more serious went on than the occasional sniping of 
pickets, and the intermittent cutting-off of small 
British patrols by the hovering Boer commandos. 

And so driblets and details of men ' on leave ' from 
the great chain of outposts about the town were 
continually coming in to see Pretoria and buy pro- 
visions, and the peaceful Dutch capital seemed to have 
taken on the cosmopolitan air that of right belonged 
to Johannesburg, thirty miles down the line. 

It was a kind of reunion of the army. The many 
elements that had been drafted off into Brigades and 
Divisions and composite regiments of sorts— each 
constituted after its kind — had, as it were, sent dele- 
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gates to meet informally in Church Street Groups 
of men representative of the four quarters of the 
globe strolled about the quiet streets, filling their 
haversacks with costly purchases of groceries; raid- 
ing the 'Post Kantoor' for stamps of the (almost 
1 late *) South African Republic ; visiting the State 
Museum; peeping into the empty church in the 
centre of the Market Square ; seeking Paul Kruger's 
house to gape at the Vrouw Kruger; aimlessly 
wandering all about the town, from the barracks of the 
Staats Artillerie to the late prison of the English 
officers in the bird-cage — just as though the place 
were a resort of excursion trains, and they curious 
tourists, come for a day to stare about the ' sights '. 
Upon the pavements, and in the shops, or gazing 
curiously into the booksellers' windows where the 
priceless last issues of the Volkstem and the 
Standard and Digger? News were for a little while 
displayed, were all manner of strange beings, most 
utterly dissimilar in every aspect, save the outward 
one of dingy, tattered, march- and battle-stained 
khaki There were English Tommies from the 
counties — sturdy fellows, slow of speech and pon- 
derous of thought ; Cockney Tommies from the East 
of London — slack of manners and gamin-like in bear- 
ing; Scotch Tommies who were broad and sturdy, 
and altogether veritable towers of massive strength ; 
Irish Tommies, whose brogue preceded them round 
corners; straw-hatted 'handy-men' of the 'Four- 
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point-Sevens,' who seemed to look with contempt 
upon the benighted ' soldiers ' with whom Fate, for a 
time, had cast in their lot There were dainty men of 
the City Imperial Volunteers; wealthy men of the 
Yeomanry ; men who knew Collins Street ; men who 
had a nodding acquaintance with Sydney, but a close 
friendship with the Western Plains; Tasmanians, 
New Zealanders, Queenslanders, Manitobans, men of 
the North- West, some of Ceylon, Indians, Burmans — 
all the queer mixture that the Empire had been pour- 
ing ceaselessly into South Africa since the war 
began. 

There were little impromptu tea-rooms and hastily 
improvised coffee-shops, where you might sit at table 
with them all, where the rich brogue of Limerick 
mingled with the drawl of Canada and the twang of 
the Australians-— expensive places in which late 
members of the Boer Army Service Corps and Com- 
missariat departments rapidly grew rich by selling 
boiled eggs for sixpence, and beef-steaks for half- 
crowns. In them you might hear the jargons of the 
trades of nearly all the known universe. Station 
overseers exchanged views as to grazing with farmers 
from the Eastern Province. Miners of Kalgoorlie 
discussed the cyanide process with engineers of the 
Rand. Policemen of the Klondyke lied against those 
of Little Bourke Street Scotsmen fra' Edinboro* 
'cracked' wi' those of Otago. Troopers of Cape 
regiments argued in open Dutch with the proprietors. 
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It was as it had been at Bloemfontein in March, and at 
Kroonstad in May. 

Never again, until the Great War comes, will so 
many different types of the Empire's soldiery gather 
together and behold one another. Never again, until 
then, will there be such an opportunity of comparing 
the men of the Old with the men of the New World. 

Pretoria, in those days, was as a kaleidoscope. All 
the shifting colours of the race to which we belong 
blended, and parted, and massed in strange groups, 
as the bits of glass blend, and mass, and fall apart 
within the toy. It was a chance to see the world as 
one had never before seen it, and as one will have a 
great deal of good luck if one ever sees it again. 
And, always forcing itself upon one's mind, as one 
strolled about the streets, was the consciousness of 
Empire, the vague realisation that we, the English, 
and the Canadians, and the Australians, were a race 
that overran the globe, and that its inheritance was 
ours. Bumptiousness, if you will — but in the midst 
of that coming together of the Four Corners it was 
a smugly satisfactory thought that one could not well 
keep from one's mind. And there was another one, 
too — less agreeable, but scarcely less forcible — 
Heavens! Does it take all of us to crumple up two 
little Dutch Republics lost in the middle of a great 
continent ? This last idea seemed to come as a kind 
of unpleasant but healthy mental tonic 

To many of us who had never seen him in the mass 
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before, the Englishman was something new. Our 
ship had come to die South Arm at Capetown 
Docks, and lain beside a boat-load of Yeomanry. 
As we drew into the wharf, and lined the taffrail to 
get a closer view of the land which was to give some 
of us our graves, there came strolling about the pier 
strange people in khaki hats and clothing. They 
were sturdier, fresher complexioned, plumper men 
than ours — neater in their dress, and less self-assured 
in bearing. Glancing along the ship's side, one saw 
a few hundred 'hard' faces peering curiously at all 
they looked upon, chaffing a sturdy Zulu who deftly 
manipulated a steel hawser, calling to one another to 
notice new and striking things, and generally indicat- 
ing by their manner and bearing that they had 
assumed ownership over all South Africa, from the 
Cape Peninsula to the Zambesi, and were just about 
to take formal possession by stepping ashore. The 
hardness of the average Australian face had never 
before come to one so vividly as it did that morning 
in the docks, when one saw, for the first time, so many 
ruddy, smooth-faced, flaxen Englishmen beside our 
lantern- jawed, long-limbed, bark-featured Cornstalks, 
Crow-eaters and Sand-gropers. 

And this is a point amazingly noticeable all through 
the army of South Africa — that though dress be the 
same to every button and grease-spot; though arms 
and equipment may in no wise differ, you will never 
have the least difficulty in distinguishing a Colonial 
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from an Englishman of England By ' Colonial ' one 
refers not necessarily to the ' native born/ but as much 
to the men who have lived with them for years, and 
learned their ways and habits in their new land. We 
had many amongst us who probably had once been 
as pink and white of countenance as were the 
Yeomanry. 

This is the difference — the Colonial has lived a free 
life, has had to shift for himself, has been, with more 
elbow-room, rather more of his own master than has 
the average Englishman of the same class. In short, 
the Colonial has had to 'battle' for himself in all 
respects more than has the Englishman of his kind. 
And he shows it in his carriage, in his manner, in his 
very aggressive bearing, and his hardly veiled excel- 
lent opinion of himself. He is one of the ' old hands '. 
The latter is a Jackaroo. 

Not that he remains a Jackaroo always. There is 
no one in the world better gifted by nature to become 
an 'overseer/ but here, at the starting-point, in the 
first experience of open air, he is almost without ex- 
ception what is known in Australia as a ' New Chum \ 
And it is so of all the ' Tommies/ of all the Yeomanry 
Corps, of all the Volunteers and Militia of England, 
when good scouting, intelligent dependence upon self, 
and resource are imperatively required necessities. 

One does not say this in any spirit of ill-feeling. 
Than the Yeomanry one would not wish to meet 
better fellows, or more agreeable company, and as 
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fighting men — good old English fighting, not the 
Africander pattern — they are no whit behind (it is 
even doubtful whether they are not a little ahead of) 
their brethren of Greater Britain. But in this, and 
this again — the exercise of what we term ' bushman- 
ship* — until they have learned by bitterly bought 
experience, they are for ever wanting. Show them 
their enemy, and they will fight him and ' lick ' him — 
but don't trust them to go and find him themselves, 
or he will inevitably discover them first, and possibly 
' lick ' them by sheer wilyness. 

As to ' Tommy ' himself — who shall speak ? He is 
a class apart, a different species of mankind to any 
other upon earth. For the sort of man he is, if you 
wish to learn, you must read Kipling. He knows him, 
and he has described him as no one else may hope 
to do. 

We had never encountered him before, but we had 
read our Kipling and were anxiously upon the look-out 
for what he had taught us to expect And we found 
him exactly as described There were all the strange 
expressions and twists of speech of Soldiers Three, 
and many more beside, which no one might render 
into print You may trace his origin in his language, 
and generally it must be low enough. But what 
seems to one most singular about him is that, out 
of such material as the recruiting sergeant starts 
upon, the system makes him into so good a production 
as it does. It may be stupidity, it may be careless- 
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ness, but he is as cheerfully willing to die as any 
man who lives. It is not his fault that he has no 
individuality. It is the fault, and at the same time 
the perfection, of his education — an education which 
for two hundred years has sternly schooled him not 
to think, not to suppose that he is even capable of 
thinking. He is foul-mouthed, he is dull, he is 
brave, he is patient — he is exactly as one of his own 
officers is recently reported to have described him — 
bovine. That word seems to sum him up better than 
all the pages one might write. 

But there is another thing — he has a good heart, 
he is kind, he is generous, and his public opinion is 
usually healthy and correct. The following may 
illustrate his kindliness of heart Whether it be typi- 
cal of the whole one is not quite certain, but is almost 
inclined to believe so. 

A few nights after the surrender of Bloemfontein 
a group of Australian cavalrymen, who were attached 
as a squadron to a famous dragoon regiment, stood 
talking about a little fire in the lines at Wessels' 
Farm. With them were some few of the regiment 
of which they had the honour to form a temporary 
part Some one inquired of another whether he 
meant to apply for a ' pass ' to go into town. " No," 
he replied, " what's the use ? I'd like to have a look 
round, but I've got no money ! " Nothing more was 
said at the time, but later, as the group broke up to 
seek its blankets, one of the 'Greys' — an utter 
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stranger — touched the penniless one upon the 
shoulder, and whispered to him: "Hey, chom, a 
can len* ye ten shfllin', gin ye wush tae gang t* the 
toon!" 

Could anything have been much kinder? To his 
credit, the Australian refused the proffered loan. 

Of our own immediate kindred there were divers 
sorts. The men of New South Wales, Victoria, 
Queensland, South Australia, and Western Australia 
were all much of a class. One has written of them all 
practically under the heading of ' Tommy Cornstalk \ 
They are all mainly sprung from the parent stock of 
the Hawkesbury and the Hunter, or a common 
English ancestry, and have the same traditions and 
characteristics in the main as one another. 

The Tasmanians differed, perhaps, a little from the 
men of the mainland — as Tasmania herself differs 
from the larger and more modern island continent 
One heard of them always as having done good work. 
They had a commanding officer who seems to have 
been perpetually ' looking for fight,' and who kept on 
looking for it after having been wounded at least 
twice, if not more often. Tasmania, smallest of all the 
Australian States, has the distinction of having carried 
off, so far, all the V.C's granted to Australians. 

Some Queensland Bushmen who visited our camp 
near Pretoria had a quaint story of the Victorians, 
which one would like to believe, but which is scarcely 
probable. It was to the effect that this particular lot 
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of Banana-landers had gone round to Beira to join 
Carrington's Rhodesian Column. When they arrived 
there a steam-launch had come off to the troop-ship, 
carrying a fat official clothed in white duck. He 
stepped on deck with all politeness, and inquired 
beamingly what particular portion of the Empire 
these so fine soldiers might grace with their presence 
when at home. 

" We're Queensland Bushmen," they told him. 

"Ah — yes — Queenslan'," he said meditatively. 
" Veil, good morning. I cannot permit you to make 
to disembark 'ere. You are as ze Veectorians — of 
Australia, is it not so? I regret ver mooch, but ze 
Veectorians, zey Ian* — zey do what you call sketch — 
paint ze town red Not ze bloodshed, I mean. But 
zey seize ze hotel, drink up all ze beers, an' ze vines, 
an' ze viskeys. My police expostulate — but zese wild 
Booshmen, zey seize zem by force, an* place zem in 
ze preeson, an 1 make to release all ze preesonaires. 
No, it is not possible to have more of ze Booshmen of 
Australia in Beira. Zey are fine fellow, zese Boosh- 
men — but too wiT, too wiF. I regret I sorrow. I 
wish you a so pleasant voyage back to Capetown." 

The Queenslanders, indeed, returned to Capetown 
from Beira, and joined in the chase of De Wet, but 
the reason given as to the Victorians was probably 
the subsequent production of some fertile brain. 

The New Zealanders differed very materially from 
the 'Cornstalk' troops, however. New Zealand has 
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her own traditions of a fierce and bloody war, which, 
even though it be of the last generation, is still fresh 
enough in the memories of the people of to-day to 
give added soldierly qualities to her sons. They 
themselves come of a good stock. The climate of 
the islands is a healthy one. There is something 
solid and abiding about her people — some stability 
and sturdiness that, in the smallest degree, is wanting 
to our possibly more mercurial temperament and con- 
stitution. 

We of the Australians may all claim proudly that, 
even apart from our troops having possibly dis- 
tinguished themselves upon occasion, there has never 
yet been anything of the wholesale-surrender kind to 
bring down our average. , But the writer does not 
think than any Australian who has served in Africa 
will quarrel with him for stating what he honestly 
believes himself to be true — namely, that of all the 
troops engaged in this arduous war, none were quite 
so good as the ' Maorilanders \ Never once, in all 
the annals of it, did they fail to do the right thing 
at the right time. Always they were ready when 
wanted, always to be relied upon in 'tight corners/ 
always sure and constant in everything they did. 

Not that the others ever wanted either. That was 
an opinion of Generals and lesser lights in the English 
army. There was a cossack-post of the writer's own 
corps, doing duty one day in early April east of 
Bloemfontein, which was suddenly attacked by a 
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number of Johannesburg Police, who sought to isolate 
the four men from their main post They briskly 
responded to the Boer fire, but, whilst so engaged, 
their 'linked' horses broke loose, and wandered, all 
unwitting of danger, to feed upon the scanty grass 
in front of the little kopje upon which the post was 
stationed. One of the men thereupon walked down 
the hill and led the horses round to the back, neither 
they nor him receiving a scratch though under a fairly 
hot, if long range, fire. Presently reinforcements 
came and drove the Zarps away. The English officer 
in charge of the main post had seen through glasses 
the risk the men of the cossack-post ran of losing 
their horses and being themselves cut off, and had 
come, hot-foot, to their assistance. He was much 
surprised to find that the horses had been saved 
" Ah ! " he remarked to the corporal, " you Australians 
always do well ! " 

And, though one says it as shouldn't, that was 
fairly true — but the New Zealanders did, in the 
humble opinion of the writer at any rate, just a little 
better. 

Of the South African irregular regiments there was 
one corps to which all others must yield pride of place 
— that splendid and gallant body of Rand volunteers, 
the Imperial Light Horse. No corps in all the war 
has seen quite so much, or done such distinguished 
service, as this one. They began at Elandslaagte. 
Some went through the Siege of Ladysmith, and some 
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who had been shut out helped to relieve the be- 
leaguered town with Buller. Then they came round 
from Durban, and went up to assist Mahon in his not- 
able march to release Mafeking. They came across 
the Western Transvaal and lost heavily in the fighting 
about Pretoria in July. Then they went on again 
towards Delagoa, and, for all the writer knows, may 
still be riding on the trail of Botha or De Wet At 
the end they will have a record second to that of no 
regiment which has participated either in the Natal 
or the Western Campaign — and they should never be 
disbanded Give the present members of the regi- 
ment their discharges, if they wish, but, for the honour 
of its deeds, keep the I.L.H. upon the shoulder-straps 
of a body of men in the garrison of South Africa — 
which, if it comport itself as excellently as did the 
originally constituted corps, will rival, for efficiency 
and usefulness, that fine body, the Cape Mounted 
Rifles itself. 

The ' Horse ' regiments seemed to be without limit 
There were Roberts' Horse, Kitchener's Horse, Mar- 
shall's Horse, Brabant's Horse, Nesbit's Horse, Lums- 
den's Horse, Strathcona's Horse, Paget's Horse, 
Australian Horse — and many others too numerous to 
mention. The generality of them were South African 
corps, formed at the commencement of the war, and 
supplied with drafts of men from depfits in Capetown 
and Durban, as it progressed 

For some reason or other the Africander regiments 
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were not popular with the troops from over sea — 
neither Tommies, Australians, nor Canadians seeming 
to care overmuch about them. That they did splendid 
service no one can deny. Rimington's Guides, 
Roberts' Horse, Kitchener's Horse, were always at 
the front But there was something that seemed to 
tell against them in the estimation of their colonial 
cousins. It may have been that, instinctively, no 
one quite trusted the Cape Colony. We had come 
through their people after landing — for the front — 
and had seen the railway line guarded and patrolled, 
even into the suburbs of Capetown itself. We had 
met black looks and ill-concealed dislike at every 
station on the way to Modder River where the popu- 
lace were allowed access to the platforms. And so, 
possibly, there was some feeling regarding these 
regiments — recruited in what was really an enemy's 
country, and many of their members having Dutch 
names — that had given rise to what was, one believes, 
an wholly unmerited distrust and dislike. Not in any 
other corps would you hear manifested a so bitter 
and general dislike of the Boers of both Republics as 
in these ; and there were no troops whom the Boers 
themselves loathed so venomously as those of the 
sadly distracted colony. The siege of Wepener, the 
disaster at Sanna's Post, and half a dozen other hot 
and unhappy actions, had proved conclusively their 
loyalty and devotion, and shown beyond any shadow 
of doubt how well and bravely they could fight and 
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bear themselves. And yet, the Boers hated them 
with a hatred of disappointment, and the Tommies 
distrusted them with a pig-headed and unreasoning 
distrust Whatever their merits or demerits may have 
been, the fact remains, however, that they took their 
fair share of all the burdens of the campaign. 

Of all the interesting groups of men who helped to 
form this strange medley of an army there were none 
who, for picturesque interest and fascinating detail 
of exploit, could approach within helio-range of the 
Canadians. And in this connection the writer has 
recently been doubting very much whether, in a book 
that purports to be written by a Cornstalk about 
Cornstalks, he has not already at various times de- 
voted too much space to the doings of these remark- 
able men — whether the beguiling shadow of the 
maple-leaf has not rested too long and frequently 
upon pages that ought, more properly, to have been 
chronicles of gum-tree and she-oak mea But, 
through all the length and breadth of the land, camp- 
fire, and hospital, and railway station echoed their 
weird deeds — they made a name and recollection for 
themselves within South Africa which will not be 
forgotten until the race-feud dies out and men cease 
to speak of nineteen-hundred. Wherever you went, 
whomsoever you might hold converse with, you heard 
mention of them. " Have you heard the latest about 
those hard-cheeked Canadians ? " became almost a 
stock question when conversation flagged, or a new 
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topic were needed And there was always something 
fresh or new to tell and hear of them. One seemed 
to fall, almost unconsciously, under the curious charm 
of their quaint collective personality. And every one 
liked them Undoubtedly they were the most in- 
teresting and picturesque figures of the war. Their 
dashing actions, cool ferocity, quiet 'slimness/ and 
guileless 'verneukery' of the Boers themselves — and 
their pure hard cheek — rendered them famous and 
fascinating wherever they went 

One has told so often of their prowess and their 
quaintly serious modes of expression, that there is 
little left here to explain — but this story of o$e of 
them, who out-Canadianed the Canadians, may be 
worth recording, even though, possibly, it has been 
told in print before. It is of a man whose renown 
travelled through all Africa, who, though he was but 
a corporal of Mounted Infantry, attained a degree of 
local fame such as some Brigadier might even have 
envied It was related to the writer by a Highland 
officer in Wynberg Hospital, who, having allowed a 
bullet to pass clean through his head somewhere in 
that neighbourhood, had been a patient in the hospital 
at Vredefort, and had himself heard it from both Boer 
and English sources. 

" Well, it seems that this Corporal Clarkson, of the 
Canadian Mounted Infantry, you know, was rather a 
noted character in Hutton's Brigade. They used to 
give him all the hard jobs to do— ridin' out recoD- 

15 
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noitrin' by himself, you know, and so forth — and he 
generally managed to do whatever he was instructed 
to, and a good deal beside. Sort of € handy man ' at 
scoutm', you know. 

"Well — when French's crowd were just thinking 
about crossing the Vaal, they camped a few miles 
outside a little place called Vredefort — typical ' dorp,' 
an* all that — you know the kind of thing. Expected 
a big fight somewhere about, but it didn't come off. 
So, just to make sure, French thought he'd send some 
one out to reconnoitre Vredefort Accordingly, the 
M.I. were told to find a patrol to do the job. 

"Whoever it was had the sending out of the ex- 
pedition I don't know, but I really think that the 
man who picked Clarkson to lead must himself have 
been a born leader of men, you know — sort of chappy 
who recognises the qualifications of his men, you 
know, when he wants anything done. 

" So, this fellow Clarkson was paraded with five of 
his ' darned out-fit,' as those chappies call themselves, 
you know — and instructed to go and find out whether 
Vredefort was occupied or not. So out he went 

" When they got to within about a mile of the town, 
they came quite suddenly over a ridge on to a Boer 
outpost, or picket, or something — consistin' of eight 
or ten lusty Dutchmen. Clarkson arrived so very 
abruptly in their midst, that they hardly knew what 
was the right thing to do— to shoot or run. Quite 
flabbergasted 'em, you know. The gallant corporal 
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took in the situation at a glance — let on he was the 
General himself, you know, and demanded their arms. 
I think they must have been a lot of awful Johnnies, 
you know — kind of town guard of Vredefort or some- 
thing, because they just did as he told 'em. He took 
their ponies, remounted his men fresh, sent the Boers 
away on foot, and, leaving two men to guard the loot, 
continued his advance on Vredefort. 

" Well, when he rode into Vredefort, he found the 
Dutch people fairly scared, you know. They knew 
French was pretty close, and had been filling one 
another up with lies about what would happen if 
he entered the place. There were white flags up on 
every chimney-pot and gate-post 

" Clarkson simply rode straight up to the office of 
the Landrost — sort of civil magistrate Johnnie, you 
know. By this time he was Commander-in-Chief, vice 
Lord Roberts, resigned ; if you give a Canadian an 
ell he'll take as far as his rifle can carry. 

" Our friend simply demanded the surrender of the 
town — nothing less! Well, the Boer Johnny was so 
very overcome, you know, and so very much afraid of 
losing his billet, that he thought perhaps he'd better 
do as requested, seeing also that Clarkson must un- 
doubtedly be a General of very great standing. So, 
actin' under orders from Field-Marshal Lord Clark- 
son, he summoned all the available burghers who had 
arms to deposit 'em immediately in the Market 
Square, an' come an' listen to what the great officer 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



228 TOMMY CORNSTALK 

of General French had to say. Course, you know, 
they think French has seniority of God Almighty. 
Altogether Clarkson collected between forty and fifty 
Mausers and Martinis, stacked 'em in a waggon, an' 
sent 'em into Hutton's camp with a note and one of 
his remaining three men — having previously invited 
himself to lunch with the Landrost at the hotel. I 
heard about the note ; it was something like this, you 
know: — 

" ' Dear General, — Please receive accompanying arma- 
ment of one commando. I am pleased to state that I 
have this day captured the city of Vredefort {fancy 
Vredefort a "city") and taken a large number of 
prisoners, whom I propose, subject to your approval, to 
release upon parole. You will be glad to hear that I am 
at the present moment enjoying an excellent luncheon 
with the Mayor of this city. WJre haviri champagne I 
After lunch, as to-morrow will be the birthday of Her 
Most Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria, I propose to 
formally annex the city to the British Dominions. 
Hopiri this will find you well, and in good spirits, as it 
leaves me at present, — / am, dear sir, yours faithfully 
Duncan Clarkson, Corporal, Canadian M.I. 9 

"Well, after lunch, he had 'em all called up into 
the Market Square again. Some English lady had 
had a flag hidden away all the time, and she produced 
it for the occasion. So Clarkson commanded the 
Free State Flag to be hauled down, and ran the 
Union Jack up in its place. 
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" Then he made 'em a great speech. Pointed out 
all the benefits that would accrue ta Vredef ort under 
British rule, you know, an' all that — and finally 
worked 'em up into quite a pitch of enthusiasm, you 
know, so that they gave three cheers and sang ' God 
save the Queen,' etcetera. 

"But the best of it, you know, was a snap-shot 
which that English lady took with a kodak, an' which 
I saw afterwards. There were all the old Boer 
Johnnies, you know, cheerin' away like anything, an' 
throwin' up their hats into the air — our brave boy, 
seated on his pony in the middle of the crowd of 'em, 
smilin' like a Cheshire cat, and — with one hand on the 
butt of his revolver ! 

" Weli, now, I call that ' moral suasion,' don't you ? " 

And now we will leave the Canadian, and the 
Africander, and the Yeomanry, and the Tommies, and 
all the great gathering of the Empire's outmost out- 
posts in all their diversified glory, and consider briefly 
another matter that is of some moment to us who 
helped to earn it — the reputation of the army. 

In Pretoria, one morning, the writer had an oppor- 
tunity of conversing with an Irish- American who had 
served under the redoubtable Blake, ' Colonel ' of the 
Boer-Irish Brigade, and, being disgusted with that 
worthy person, and ' full-up of fighting, annyway,' had 
surrendered his Mauser and was for compulsory de- 
portation shortly. Had been, he said, a burgher of 
the Transvaal. Had been, also, at Ladysmith, Co- 
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lenso, and on the Tugela, and was, on the whole, 
rather a decent fellow — very different to the stray 
prisoners of Blake's disreputable command whom one 
had hitherto encountered It was not " Go to hell ! " 
with him to every question asked 

He had fought with the Boers because he had be- 
lieved, and still believed, in the justice of their cause. 
And then he told the horrible story which one fancies 
that delightful gentleman, Mr. Michael Davitt, was the 
first to ' father ' in print It was the old Boer anec- 
dote about the patrol of brutal lancers in Natal, who, 
being in the debatable lands foraging, had incontin- 
ently misused a farmhouseful of Dutch women and 
girls to such a dreadful extent that some of them 
had lost their reason, and one had died And he 
believed it 

Well, there have been stories printed in our own 
papers as to frightful Boer atrocities — wretched crimes 
such as you would not book to black fellows — which 
have received only too ready credence in the public 
mind of England and the Empire. And if you get 
files of last year's Standard and Diggers' News, you will 
find that just the same kind of stories were served 
out, hot and smoking, to the people of the late Re- 
publics. You may believe them or not, as you please. 
No one can actually dispute them now, even if one 
wished to take the trouble. It is one of the most 
miserable features of war — the malevolent lying that 
takes place upon both sides — not so much among the 
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actual combatants as between the skulkers behind 
each respective army. Personally, one believes no 
worse thing of the Boers than of our own people. 
There are blackguards in every army, but in most 
you will find, if you look below the surface, that 
public opinion is astonishingly healthy. 

But this much one may say, and say with no fear 
of contradiction by those who are competent to judge 
— that the British Army, as a whole, was precisely 
what Lord Roberts described it as being — " an army 
of gentlemen". 

If you do not judge a man by the fit of his clothes, 
or whether he eat appallingly with his knife, or make 
weird noises as he absorbs soup, you will look to the 
broad principles of his larger actions when you wish 
to classify him as either ' gentleman ' or ' blackguard \ 
And, regarding the whole mass of the soldiery of 
the Empire, both regular and volunteer, who fought 
in South African-one may say unhesitatingly that 
they certainly did not behave as ' blackguards \ We 
may have used bad language, we may have done a 
little looting, or used 'moral suasion' when we 
starved, but never once did the writer, in all the 
marching between Paardeberg and Nitral's Nek, see, 
or hear of, one case of a woman, black or white, 
being maltreated or mishandled in any way. And it 
was not for lack of opportunity. It was not, perhaps, 
because there were not men amongst us who would 
stick at nothing in the satisfaction of their more 
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brutal inclinations. But it was because of this — that 
an Englishman is an Englishman, a Canadian a 
Canadian, an Australian an Australian, a White Man 
a White Man all the world over, and that, wherever 
the leader of any army sets his face sternly against 
brutality or inhumanity, then there will be little or 
none of either. 

And so, again, writing as one of the humblest 
' rankers ' in it, one may agree with the Great Little 
Man who led it, that the South African Field Force 
was an army of gentlemen. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE BOER 

" FETCH us Ringer's scalp ! " said the crowd that 
lined the streets, as we struggled hotly to Woolloo- 
mooloo Bay on a sweating afternoon in January. 
" Don't take any notice of white flags ; play 'em at 
their own game ; wipe 'em out ; give 'em hell ! " — 
they cried as we led our horses up the gangway. 
" Good-bye, boys," screeched an excited lady on the 
wharf ; " put their b lanky lights out ! " 

There had been Stormberg, and Magersfontein, 
and Colenso— and Spion Kop was to come. The 
facile pen of the paragraphist had described the in- 
cidents of treacherous ambush. The tame leader- 
writers of the most respectable morning paper in the 
wide world had, with all deference to possible varieties 
of opinion — which they would not for all the riches 
of Mount Morgan unwittingly offend — given it as their 
unalterable dictum that the Boer was an excrescence 
upon the fact of all humanity, that he should, with- 
out doubt, be made to feel the ' iron hand,' that this 
war was none of your common, bloody, uninviting 
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struggles, but a holy crusade against infamous 
wrong, and injustice, and unreasonable tyranny. 
Most touchingly symbolical of its righteous approval 
of our going, the enthusiastic crowd had given us to 
drink of raw whisky, as we shoved, and pushed, and 
panted thirstily through it And doubtful damsels, 
to whom one would never before have attributed any 
of the broad feeling that leads to publicly expressed 
emotion, had clung weepingly about our necks, and 
kissed us lovingly, as they implored us to go forth 
and battle for what was right, and good, and noble, 
against oppressive wrong and wretched, heartless 
cruelty. 

And so, by the time that we were up the shrouds, 
and the crowd was a mere blur along the shore, ex- 
pressive only by points of waving white and a mur- 
muring roar that lost itself across the widening waters, 
we really did feel enthusiastic admiration for our- 
selves. We honestly understood ourselves to be, as 
it were, knights-errant of no mean order, going forth 
to wrest the fair maiden of African freedom from the 
vile clutches of the Boer dragon. 

It was a splendid feeling to possess — you can have 
no idea as to how very noble and estimable our souls 
felt themselves to be. The Holy Grail itself was in 
Pretoria, or Johannesburg, and we were going to 
get it 

In Adelaide the people had again gone mad Men 
of the Stock Exchange — fat, worthy members of 
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Society — had clutched us frantically by the arms, and 
given us to drink of choice vintages. The North 
Terrace and the railway station had farewelled us 
with more delightful fervour than even if we had 
been an Australian Eleven driving round in drags, 
ere it sought Largs Bay and the track to victories in 
English cricket-grounds. Fremantle had been a 
little madder. Truly, it was something to be a 
soldier. 

And we sailed away knowing all about everything. 
There was no possibility of our having made any 
mistake as to the Boer. We had him at our finger 
ends. He was a low liar, a cunning, unscrupulous 
cheat, an oppressor of the unfortunate philanthropists 
who had come to make his country rich. 

The Uitlander, for whom we were going to do 
battle, was indeed a long-suffering, overburdened 
martyr. Purely for philanthropy he had sought to 
do the Transvaal a good turn. He had toiled, with 
some success, to wrest the golden treasure of the un- 
willing Rand from its hidden depths. He had made 
a bankrupt State into a rich one. He was the kind 
of man who shoved the world along. And they 
wouldn't give him a vote. So we were going to get 
it for him. The Boer had been weighed in the 
balance and found wanting. We would adjust the 
scale. 

And even as we thought we were right, and just, and 
ethically correct in assisting the mother country to 
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make war in Africa, so do we still to-day — after we 
have been, and learned what war really is, and sobered 
ourselves in scenes of misery from the drunkenness 
of the ' hurrahing ' streets, and the hysteric quays, and 
the lying newspapers. But it is upon other grounds 
that we so justify ourselves. And we have learned to 
think a little differently of the Boer. 

There is a dreadful crime against all moral decency, 
a hopeless offence against all that is right, and just, 
and proper. It is so serious an offence that one may 
reasonably hesitate before laying oneself open to the 
charge of having been guilty of it In its most aban- 
doned state of depravity and perversion it does not 
merely suggest, it confirms and makes positive the 
fact that the offender against all good and worthy 
codes of political thought is a treasonable plotter and 
outcast conspirator against his country too. He is an 
enemy of England, an insidious foe to the welfare of 
the Empire. He has committed the unpardonable 
sin. Henceforth he should be treated mercilessly as 
a pariah. He is an 'Ishmael' amongst his fellows. 
He is incapable of reason — he is hopelessly insane. 
We should ' cut ' him in the street, if he be an acquain- 
tance. We should bestir ourselves to put him down, 
to expose him, to hold him up to ridicule, to make his 
life a weary burden. He is not even worth reforming. 

And so the writer hopes, and prays, and ponders 
within himself as he writes — almost overwhelmed by 
the nightmare fear that he may be charged, too, with 
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this unspeakable wrong-doing, that little boys, and 
old women, and worthy men may arise and point the 
finger of scorn at him, and damn him, soul and body, 
with the awful accusation of ' Pro-Boer '. 

It is so easy to have this cry hurled at you. You 
have but to say that the African Dutch do not all 
live in pig-styes, that some few of them can read and 
write, that there are even some who do not play with 
white flags perpetually. To assert that the Devil is 
not so black as he is painted is wicked and untrue — 
because every one knows that he is as black as black 
can be, even though no one has ever seen him. 

Well— but it can't be helped With a full know- 
ledge of all the dreadful meaning of ' Pro-Boer/ and 
what he lays himself open to by reason of his saying 
so, the writer cannot but state that, as we found him, 
the Boer was not such a bad fellow after all — not 
nearly so black as he has been painted. He was, 
indeed, not one whit better than he should have been, 
but, in the actual waging of war, he was not nearly 
so bad as he might have been. 

Books, and magazines, and newspapers had almost 
taught us to believe that we should meet in Africa 
some kipd of a sub-tropical Esquimo — a hairy, primi- 
tive ' loafer,' with the manners of a cave-dweller and 
the principles of a gorilla. We had looked for a 
species of debased creature unpossessed of any 
powers of thinking, with no perception of any- 
thing that lay beyond the narrow horizon of his 
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straitened intellectual outlook. We had taken ' Boer * 
to be synonymous with € boor \ We had been unable 
to understand why, or how, he had made matters so 
uncomfortable at Magersfontein for such men as the 
Highlanders, led by such skilled and quick-witted men 
as we had supposed the English officers to be It was 
inexplicable to us how such a creature could possibly 
have 'enough in him* to make the Empire look so 
foolish as he had undoubtedly been doing for the 
few months in which it had waged war with him. 
Buller was to have eaten his Christmas dinner in 
Pretoria. It seemed to be rather by good luck than 
anything else that Joubert was prevented from eating 
his in Durban. 

Now, how could it come about that such a people 
as these were said to be — a so slow, dull, unprogres- 
sive, shiftless people — could give our armies so much 
trouble, could kill our men by the hundred, and 
capture them by the thousand ? When we made the 
better acquaintance of the Boer we learned why it 
was. 

It is a far cry from Fremantle to the Orange River. 
You have time to think and consider matters, with a 
good deal of attention to detail, in the time that 
elapses between your departure from one and your 
arrival at the other. There is the blue solitude of the 
Indian Ocean, for two clear weeks at least, and after 
that the speedless journey in the train. But it was first 
at Orange River station that we made the acquain- 
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tance of the Boer in any quantity, and it was there 
that we first began to doubt the fixity and unchanging 
nature of our ideas about him. There, too, we first 
had a glimpse of insight as to the reasons why he 
had given our Generals and their armies such a deal 
of trouble. 

When our long string of cattle-trucks containing 
horses, and second-class carriages containing Corn- 
stalks, had jolted and bumped into the station, they 
had relegated us to a siding, and left the main line 
beside the platform clear and open — evidently for a 
more important train than ours. In course of time it 
had rolled in beside us, and from our windows we 
looked out upon an excursion train-load of shearers, 
or 'cockies/ or ordinary 'bush hands 1 going down, 
en masse, with their coats off, to ' blue their cheques \ 
But in each carriage was the glimmer of bayonets, 
and, as the train stopped, more bayonets came along 
beside the carriages and took up positions of vantage 
in the space between us. 

Who were these people ? Ah ! possibly the poor of 
Kimberley just relieved, and being taken to Cape- 
town for a change. No, that couldn't be correct 
Were they Boers? we ventured to ask the supporter 
of a bayonet below our window. 

" Yes, they be Cronj/s men — seven hundred of 'em, 
an' they stinks 'orrid." 

Boers ! — Boers ! — these men Boers ? Oh, no ; they 
could not be, surely! Where were the brutal faces 
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of the English illustrated papers? There were a 
few, a very few, who came up to our conception of a 
Boer, but the majority seemed decent, intelligent men 
enough. Their clothes were dirty and clay-stained 
They wore moleskins, and riding breeches, and 
weather-worn tweed coats, and their beards were 
mostly untrimmed, but where were the 'wild-men- 
from-Borneo ' kind whom we knew well were the only 
genuine Boers? A great proportion of their train- 
load were beardless boys or venerable greyheads. 
Where were the savage beast-like creatures whom we 
knew we should expect ? These men could not be the 
real Boers. They were not at all like the pictures 
we had seen. 

But, yes — there was no doubt These were the 
men from Paardeberg. These were the ferocious 
creatures who had lived for more than a week upon 
the smell of lyddite fumes, in a place that was the 
first cousin to the Hobs of HelL These boys, and 
patriarchs, and smaller proportion of able-bodied men, 
had indeed seen more than ever we had done of war, 
and felt its cruel weight more heavily than we hoped 
would fall to our lot to feel These quiet, orderly, 
rather good-humoured people! We watched their 
train roll away with a curious feeling of having been 
somehow deceived. 

Yes, those were the Boers of Boerdom — Trans- 
vaalers mostly, who were reputed to be even more 
wild and unkempt than the Freestaters, who lived 
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very close to the Basutos, and might reasonably be 
supposed to have acquired their ways. Somehow we 
were disappointed in them. It was rather like going 
to see some much advertised entertainment, and find- 
ing, when you had paid your money and gone inside, 
that the reality fell very far short of the posters. We 
had seen infinitely better specimens of the real Boer 
in some of the back creeks and dark gullies at home 
on the Hunter. 

And so we went on, and finally, at the end of 
months, we came to Pretoria — much more educated 
people than when we had shipped ourselves at Wool- 
loomooloo. We had fought him, chased him, taken 
him prisoner, narrowly escaped from the tricky snares 
he set for us, seen him in his home, drawn his fire from 
his own beloved kopjes, played him at his own game, 
looked upon his dead — and our opinion of him was 
quite a different matter altogether from the ideas 
with which we had equipped ourselves before leaving 
Sydney. We had seen how he lived ; we had learned 
what manner of slothfulness had kept him from using 
aright the good land which God had given him, and 
recognised how little he deserved to keep it therefore 
— since no man has a right to any good thing unless 
he use it well. We had talked and argued with him, 
had got to know his peculiar ways of thinking, had 
faintly understood his mental state, had discovered 
for ourselves some of his many faults, had seen how 

the white flag trick was played — and— one confesses 

16 
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it almost apologetically in view of the possible charge 
of f Pro-Boerism ' referred to above — had come to 
respect him, in the mass, as a very gallant man, and 
to envy in him the possession of hardy virtues such 
as we had never expected to find, and which we would 
not mind feeling quite sure that we possessed our- 
selves. 

There lives upon the outskirts of Pretoria, in a little 
iron cottage, a gaunt old Boer of many years and 
much experience, with whom the writer chanced to 
become, in a measure, friendly — as friendly as any 
hated rooinek may become with one of his uncom- 
promising sort He was a tall, dark man, grizzled and 
iron-grey, with the whipcord neck muscles that you 
see in thin old men who have lived much in the 
sunlight He was as spare, and lank, and brown as 
any Queenslander. And he loved his country with a 
fervent love that would hear no evil of it He seemed 
to like speaking about its troubles to any one who 
would listen, and was pitiably anxious to make at 
least one ' Englander,' as he included all of us, think 
less hardly of his people than he supposed they did 

Sitting in the shade of a paling fence, we discussed 
many things through rank clouds of Transvaal to- 
bacco. He had been a fighting man all his life, but 
had come home when Pretoria fell — stiff with rheuma- 
tism — to find his wife but just recovering from the 
shock of his reputed death whilst on commando, and 
his little daughter seven weeks dead of typhoid So 
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there was to be no more war for him, though he never 
would admit the overthrow of his beloved Republic 
Were not the Russians at war with England over 
China? Would they not bombard Capetown and 
Durban? Were not the Cape Dutch about to rise, 
and cut us off from the sea ? 

He had been at Bronkhurst Spruit in *8i, and over 
the crest of Majuba in time to see Colley fall. 
His story of the storming of Majuba was curiously 
interesting. 

" Ja! in the morning, there were the English above 
us. We could see them walk about and stand against 
the sky. The Boers they were all frighten*. It was 
bad, very bad. Piet Joubert was angry. * He call us 
young men to him, and he say: 'This is not good. 
You have not done well. I am angry for it You 
have let rooibaatjes come up there, and now you must 
drive them down again.' Ja — he was very angry — the 
so careful Piet So we went up. No, there were not 
so many tree — a few bushes, and many rocks, and the 
grass was long. We take a long time, and it was very 
steep. But we go so carefully, so very slowly, from 
rock to rock. They stand up to shoot us, and we 
shoot them — so. Ah, you do not have the white hats 
now, or red coats! It is not so easy. We get up 
close, very close — the officers come and stand against 
the sky to shoot their pistols at us. We laugh, and 
shoot them. It is so funny, what you English did 
in that war. You play bands when you fight That 
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is wrong. It is not hard to hear the bands coming. 
And the flags to shoot at ! It is not so now. But we 
come to the top of the kop, and they are all together 

like frightened buck " But it was not a pleasant 

story. And Bronkhurst Spruit was less so. 

There was much to learn from the old man. He 
would admit many things. Personally, he deplored 
the white # flag incidents, but stoutly maintained that 
our guns had shelled their ambulance waggons. He 
was willing to admit that distance does not sometimes 
help to distinguish an impromptu hospital van from an 
ammunition cart, but claimed the same reason for 
occasional lapses on the part of the Staats Artillerie. 
For the white flag he shrugged his shoulders. "If 
I steal oxen, it is not that every one in the country 
will steal oxen too. There are bad men always. I 
know the commandants do not like it Louis Botha 
it has sometimes make very angry. But the Boers 
have not orders like the English. Every burgher 
does as he wishes. It is not always possible to watch 
them alL I have not done it" 

As to expanding ammunition, he made a statement 
which startled the writer. 

" Ah, yes," he said, " you say we have used it! So 
— we have done so — but why ? I will tell you why — 
and then you shall tell me what you think. When we 
drive the English from Dundee, to shut them up in 
Lady smith, they go so very quick that they have 
not time to take all with them. They do not even 
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have time to burn all that they leave behind So, 
we find biscuits, and beef, and whisky — ja! — plenty 
of things that are very good for us. And also there 
is much ammunition in boxes — what you call it, soP 
nose, eh? Dum-dum? Almighty! I tell you, the 
Boers are very angry. They say, ' If the English use 
it, we shall use it too ! Why not ? It is right for us, 
if it is right for you/ I think myself it is bad to use — 
but if you, then the Boers also. We know you use 
it first of all, because we find it in Dundee when the 
English have trekked away so quickly. What of that, 
tell me, mine friend ? " 

His friend could not explain. Was it that, in the 
hasty retreat of Yule's column, the possible Dum-dum 
ammunition brought from India by the troops which 
came from there at the earliest outbreak of hostilities, 
and withdrawn from them, as we know it was, had 
been by some oversight left undestroyed in store at 
Dundee? That seemed to be the only explanation, 
but, unfortunately, it did not find ready acceptance 
with the Boers. The writer rashly questioned a 
Commandant in Wynberg Hospital as to the same 
thing, and, to his humiliation, heard the same de- 
pressing story. 

Expanding ammunition, one is quite certain, was 
never countenanced by the British authorities ; but it is 
always possible to suppose that our own men, finding 
it in the bandoliers of dead Boers, may have used an 
occasional cartridge without their officers' knowledge. 
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Of Boer inhumanity we have heard many stories. 
Some of them may possibly be true. Any story is 
true until it is disproved, despite the English maxim 
as to a man's innocence being taken for granted until 
his guilt be clearly established That may hold good 
in law, but it does not in scandal-mongering. But this 
much the writer can unhesitatingly affirm — that, 
though he read many accounts in English and Aus- 
tralian newspapers of dastardly acts committed by 
the Boers upon prisoners and wounded, he never once, 
whilst at the front, could learn of any genuine instance 
where such things happened Indeed, men of his 
own corps, who were wounded and taken prison- 
ers at Zand River in May, speak gratefully of the 
kind treatment meted out to them by their captors. 
One is inclined to believe that much of the odium 
cast upon the Boers arises from the unfortunate 
lying that seems to be engendered in a war, upon 
both sides. 

But, even admitting that there may be a foundation 
of truthfulness in much that has been charged against 
them, there is one unhappy fact which it would be 
well for us to recollect, and that is that to the average 
Boer an Englishman is a being who ranks lower 
than a Kaffir. He is one to whom, if you may do so 
safely, you may quite permissibly extend the harshest 
treatment. No one who has not spoken with them, 
and had opportunity of gathering some notion as to 
the hatred and contempt and distrust with which they 
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regard everything English, can quite realise this in its 
full significance. 

One day a patrol of Australians, riding through the 
country between Boesman's Kop and the Bloemfon- 
tein waterworks, called at a farmhouse to see whether 
its members could purchase anything in the way of 
provisions. There were no menkind there except a 
couple of Kaffir 'boys'. The mistress of the house 
could only sell them a glass of milk each, which they 
were glad enough to get Afterwards, in course of 
conversation, she admitted that she was sick of the 
war, and expressed a fervent wish that it would soon 
be over. Her husband was away on commando, and 
her eldest son — a boy of fifteen — had been killed at 
Modder River. Of her husband she had had no 
word for three months. He had gone northward in 
the flight from Bloemfontein, and, for all she knew, 
might be dead also. Some one asked her how she 
thought the English and Dutch would get on with 
one another — would they forget all past ill-feeling, 
and settle down quietly and happily together for the 
good of the country when once the war was over? 
Had she herself anything against the English ? " Ah, 
no," she said bitterly ; " I have not anything against 
them — oh, no—^they have only killed my little Piet! 
That is nothing. My man's oxen are all gone — that 
also is nothing ! " Then, with sudden fierceness, 
pointing to the child on her lap, " You see my little 
girl here ; well, if I ever thought she would grow up 
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and marry one of your English, I would take her 
now and dash her brains out against the door-post ! " 

That is how they hate us. And it will be many 
years before the hatred dies away. Blood is a hard 
thing to forget The smell of it remains with you 
afterwards. Wives who have lost their breadwinners, 
mothers who have lost their sons — be they Dutch or 
English — do not reason overmuch about the ethics 
of their losses. It is nothing to them whether the 
war was a just one, whether their beloved died for a 
righteous cause. They only know that the cruel 
English, or the cruel Dutch, have robbed them of 
some one whom all the fine arguments in the world 
will not bring back, and so, for years and years, the 
sad women of those countries will loathe and detest 
all things English more bitterly than before. Their 
hatred of us already dates from before the Great 
Trek, from before the hanging of Slachter's Nek, 
and comes across the war of *8i. Now it will have 
all the hard misery of this war to add to its rankling 
bitterness. There is a difficult task before the coming 
rulers of the two late Republics. 

And so, when we hear that the Boers have been 
unduly lax in honourable dealings with our kinsfolk, 
we must remember how they regard them. What an 
invasion and conquering of our country by Chinese 
would mean to us, the invasion and taking of theirs 
by the English means to them. 

A state of war does not usually exhibit the non- 
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combatants of an invaded country tor their best 
advantage, although naturally there are many oppor- 
tunities for the display of heroism and self-sacrifice 
of a high order. The type of Boer with which one 
came in contact was not always the best He was 
usually a prisoner, or sick or wounded in hospital, 
or one of those not very noble beings — a burgher-on- 
parole. One cannot but feel the highest personal re- 
spect for the men who have uncompromisingly kept 
the field, as contrasted with those who have surren- 
dered early, and are busily employed in making money 
out of their country's enemies. But, as a rule, one finds 
them such an interesting and many-sided people, that 
there is some regret at not having made their acquain- 
tance years ago in peace-time, so that one might be 
the better qualified to judge of them. They have, 
one suspects, been frequently the victims of too hasty 
judgment It would possibly have been easier to 
understand them better, had one been able to mix 
with them in their laagers. But, in the marching and 
fighting of the war itself, one was really able to make 
only a superficial acquaintance with them. Then: 
habits of cunning warfare were really their most strik- 
ing characteristic And these taught you, that in 
Africa one must always be ready to distrust the 
obvious. Perhaps, indeed, that is one explanation of 
their noted ' slimness \ 

Of Paul Kruger, and the Pretoria clique, and Dr. 
Leyds the writer knows little save what he has 
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read Better informed people have dealt with them. 
But this much is quite certain — that no matter how 
the Pretorian party plotted, or the Africander Bond 
dabbled in treason in the Cape Colony, the commoner 
Boer knew only that he fought for his independence. 
And Boer independence in South Africa does not 
merely mean autonomy for the two Republics. It 
means one Dutch State, and no English, save on 
sufferance. Knowing this, can we not extend some 
generosity of feeling towards brave men, who have 
fought pluckily against overwhelming forces in what 
was, to them, a sacred cause ? 

The writer hopes sincerely that this chapter may 
not draw upon him the reader's scorn and contempt 
as being another of those strange people — the ' Pro- 
Boers '. But possibly the fact of having 'chanced 
one's hide' a few times in action with them will 
render apology needless. One has small sympathy 
with Englishmen who, once the country having been 
involved in war, wilfully admire and encourage the 
enemy. 'A long rope and a short shrift' for those 
who are traitors to their country is unfortunately out 
of date. This much he would be glad if he could feel 
that he may possibly have made clear in the foregoing 
pages — that because you are at war with a people 
it makes your case no better to libel them ; that there 
are as likely to be justice and reason upon their side 
as yours ; that, even if you kill a country, there is no 
reason why you should traduce its memory also. 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



THE BOER 251 

One might write indefinitely as to the Boers. From 
the point of view of the picturesque, at least, they are 
worth ten volumes, rather than one meagre chapter. 
But here space forbids. 

Let us, however, try to remember so much as this. 
These people are much of the same kind as we 
They have the open air to live in just as we have. 
They are not monsters of iniquity and treachery alto- 
gether. They have fought bravely and well against 
odds that might have well overwhelmed them in the 
contemplation — and it was not because they were 
ignorant They may be liars by nature, they may be 
cunning, they have not used their country as they 
might have done. We were quite justified in fighting 
them to a finish — but let us at least act the manly 
part of giving them what credit is their due, of re- 
fusing to believe the cruel lies which interested parties 
have put forth. Let us be fair, and just, and generous 
— if we can. 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE END 

"An unhappy land" — no phrase or words could 
possibly sum up the situation of South Africa to-day 
better than these, none could have a deeper or sadder 
meaning to any one who has seen recently the bitter 
distraction of all the country there. It is a land 
drenched with the best blood of its people, and with 
the best of ours; a land ravaged, and wasted, and 
made empty; a land afflicted with the curse of the 
soldier from end to end It is as a grievously sick 
man, who is incapable of earning his own living, and 
has to be supported by some one else. There is 
nothing there. Its industries are man killing and 
maiming ; its exports are human lives. 

Take the train at Kroonstad and journey to the 
VaaL It is not very far, but you will not travel so 
quickly that you may not look out and see for your- 
self how the land lies. You will pass out of Kroon- 
stad with a great canvas hospital upon your left 
Blue-clad, miserable men will listlessly take stock of 
your train as it passes by. Up above the white tents, 
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on a little slope of open veldt, you will see rows of 
mounds. Perhaps the grass has grown over some of 
them by now. They were bare and new when the 
writer came by six months ago. You will run past 
America and Jordaan Sidings— empty voids, where 
nothing but a station signboard notifies the fact that 
they have been stopping-places for trains in some 
other age. You will pass over culverts and little 
bridges that have been blown up with dynamite, and 
rapidly repaired out of old sleepers and nondescript 
material of all kinds by that wonderfully efficient 
Railway Pioneer Regiment At frequent intervals 
there will be twisted rails and partially burned sleepers 
beside the tracks — no, on second thoughts, there will 
be no sleepers, because the patrols will have garnered 
them up for fuel. Sometimes you will come across 
wrecked and burned railway trucks and other rolling- 
stock. 

At little stations, such as Honing Spruit, you will 
find all manner of curly and angular entrenchments 
and gun emplacements, and redoubts, and far out 
sangars for the outposts, and a bewildering entangle- 
ment of encircling barbed wire. And there will be 
harassed officers, and empty tins of bully-beef, and 
discontented * Tommies/ and a demand for news. 

At Roodeval you will see the row of seven graves 
beside the line — each one ornamented with its 
wooden cross, and caps and sides of nine-inch 
shells, and little surrounding borders of stones. And, 
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out across the veldt, you will see the places where 
Christian De Wet planted his guns, and shelled the 
Fourth Derbyshire beyond all endurance By this 
time the half -burned letters from the captured mail- 
bags will hardly be so much in evidence as they were 
in August of last year, and the acres of fire-destroyed 
khaki clothing will not be at all noticeable. 

At the Kopjes Siding you may possibly come across 
an armoured train, with its ' pom-pom ' on the leading 
truck, and its steel-lined trucks for men, and boiler- 
protected engine, and air of readiness for sudden call. 
Its crew will be playing football in the veldt But 
they won't be very far away from their rifles and 
bandoliers of cartridges. It is inexpedient to be over- 
distant from your rifle in this part of the world 

But one common feature of the landscapes which 
you pass through will probably strike you much more 
forcibly than any other. You will wonder what may 
have become of the population, the dwellers in the 
veldt, the obviously inevitable inhabitants whom such 
a good country should support You will perceive 
that the veldt is dotted at intervals with white houses, 
which are sometimes shaded by the blue-green gum 
leaves you know so welL You will be at a loss to 
understand why no one lives in them, why there are 
no flocks of sheep about the downs, or herds of cattle 
drinking at the dams. It will strike you that the only 
stock in this country are Mounted Infantry ponies. 

Sometimes, however, as you pass a house that is 
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closer to the railway-line than usual, you will perceive 
the reason of this dearth of population. The windows 
are empty and gaping. The roof is gone. Broken 
pieces of furniture and household effects litter the 
ground in front and rear. There is nothing left To 
live in such a place would not be at all comfortable. 
One or two will have shell-holes in the walls. If 
you get out of your carriage and look very closely 
you will be able to find little chipped holes in the 
white-washed mud plaster of the walls, where the 
bullets have struck. 

And that is the way it is everywhere. These places 
along the line have been burned and destroyed in 
accordance with the warning Lord Roberts gave 
the inhabitants as to raids upon his communications. 
It is quite fair and legitimate, generally speaking. 
We must establish British rule — gently, if possible, 
but it must be established. Away from the line, too— 
if you have not seen enough to prove to you that this 
is ' an unhappy land ' — you will find the burned and 
empty houses, the impoverished farms. It cannot be 
helped We have tried lenient measures — a leniency 
which only returned to us in derision. These people 
are obstinate. We mean to have our way. They 
must be made to feel that the yoke will weigh heavily 
until our way is theirs also. 

But it is cruel — bitterly, heartrendingly cruel! 

It is not only in the gutted dwellings that you will 
see the cruelty and horror of it all. Go back from 
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the Vaal to Bloemfontein, and walk to the cemetery 
below the old fort and beside the barracks of the 
late Free State Artillery. You will find some graves 
of British soldiers which have been occupied since the 
early fifties, but you will find them vastly outnumbered 
by the graves of those who found a resting-place 
there in 1900. 

Of coming from a visit to some sick comrades in 
the Artillery Barracks, which were then occupied by 
the Australian Hospital, the writer has one very vivid 
recollection. Walking beside the graveyard wall, we 
had paused to watch the burial of some officer, which 
was a little more noticeable than the generality of 
funerals for the reason that his body was enshrouded 
in a Union Jack instead of a brown blanket We 
mounted our horses, and rode round the corner of 
the stone enclosure. At the gate were lying on the 
grass six stiff shapes, sewn tightly up in their blankets 
— probably the blankets they had died in. The 
fatigue parties within were so busy that, for a few 
minutes, they had not had time to come out and carry 
the dead men in, and the cart, probably being required 
to go to another hospital for a similar load, had had 
to deposit them outside. It was a grim reminder of 
the brisk business Death was doing amongst the 
enteric wards. 

In course of time the pretty burial-ground was 
filled to overflowing. There were long trenches in 
which the dead were laid in layers. A separate grave 
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was a luxury to which none but an officer might aspire. 
And before very long the trenches were being dug in 
the veldt without the town. 

Ride up the Modder and track the march of the 
army by the graves. Note the little mounds along the 
advance to Pretoria. Chance on quiet beautiful 
places like Nitral's Nek, and find them sown with 
dead men. Everywhere there are dead men. It is- 
as if the whole country were soaked in blood, and' 
planted with Kttle wooden crosses. Truly, it is 'an* 
unhappy land '. 

Now, if you consider all these matters of graves^ 
and burned farmhouses, and how very greatly women 
influence the lives of men in their capacity of mother- 
hood, you will see quite plainly what an exceptionally 
curious state of mind South Africa must be in at 
present, and how difficult it is for any one to predict 
what the finality of it all may ultimately be. 

Have you ever seen a somewhat spoiled and wilful 
child, strongly desirous of doing or obtaining some- 
thing which is not good for him (there are so many 
things), finally restrained from the attainment of his 
end by sheer physical fear? The moment authority 
relaxes, the instant the back of the power that over- 
awes him is turned, you may fed quite certain that 
he will attempt the fulfilment of his wish. In the 
meantime, while he is watched and guarded, and 
because he dare not do as he would, he has an attitude 
of sulky acquiescence — he is sullen. There you have 

17 
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a simile that may stand for the mental state of the 
people of the two late Republics, and for their kins- 
men of the Cape Colony as well. And there, too, 
you have the great difficulty of future government in 
South Africa. 

We have taken the country again. We are about 
to rule it again, and as we rule it so will it prosper. 
One does not use the word ' prosper ' to signify that 
there will be a larger output of gold from the Rand, 
or that the De Beers Company will get bigger divi- 
dends out of Kimberley, but that the country may 
become a country of good citizenship, of healthy 
public spirit, of fellowship of the two almost kindred 
races which will have to live together in it And, to 
this end, we must be firm yet kind, strong but gentle, 
just if stern — but, above all, consistent in our dealings 
with these people from whom we have taken their 
nationhood in open fight 

We have the mistakes that brought about the 
Great Trek, and the humiliations of '81 and '99, to 
guide us towards better things — to show us, at the 
least, ' the way not to do it \ And if you know that, 
the rest is not so very difficult of attainment— only, 
you must first of all know that Before everything, 
one thinks, the watchword should be ' consistency '.» 

And what a hope there is for a new, a 'recon- 
structed' South Africa! Blood has been spilt as 
water, treasure scattered lavishly as lucerne seed, 
brain energy dissipated as a spendthrift's money. 
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Are we not to have a return ? To those of us who 
have seen the misery of the country as it is to-day — 
the empty void the war has made of it — it seems 
impossible that there can be any blacker depth to 
reach. The tide has sunk to its lowest ebb. Of the 
very nature of things it must soon begin to rise again. 
In the earlier chapters of this book, the writer has 
hazarded it as his insignificant opinion that the 
country is a good one — he is even doubtful whether/ 
if the matter were to be fully considered by people 
more competent of judging its merits than he is, it 
might not almost be ranked, for many purposes, as a 
better one than Australia. It is, as has been said 
before, even as a field that has been uncultivated 
It has its disadvantages and drawbacks, but one is 
very doubtful, indeed, whether it has so many or 
such appalling ones as we have encountered and over- 
come here, or as confront us even now. It has a 
soil that is, best for best, as good, and it has a rainfall 
that is better. So, let our chdteaux cPAfrique be 
pleasant ones if we may do so. After having seen the 
poor rent* and riven land wallowing in such depths 
of misery as it has lain in, it is at least a cheerfully 
optimistic feeling to possess about it 'that there is 
a good time coming ' for the Cape, the Orange River 
Colony and the Transvaal They will surely need it 
to compensate for the bad one they have had. Let 
us hope, therefore, that out of much evil there will 
come good for South Africa, that, in the future, one 
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may think of her less sadly than in the present — that 
in the end she may be ' a happy land \ 

To us of Australia this has been the first experience 
of war. Far away from the complications of 
European politics, we have been permitted, for the 
century or so of our existence, to develop our country 
upon peaceful lines, and beyond, ' for the look of the 
thing/ mounting obsolete artillery at a few points 
along our shores, where no one is ever likely to 
attempt to invade us, we have not thought it worth 
our while to give overmuch attention, in a serious 
way at any rate, to the possible contingency of hav- 
ing to fight for our country, in just as desperate and 
bloody a fashion as the Boers have had to fight for 
theirs. 

But we are nearer to the centre of the whirlwind 
now than we were in '54 — just a little nearer than 
we were in '85. And though, knowing now what 
W-A-R spells, one has the devout and fervent hope 
that we may never more fully realise the significance 
of the word in our own good land, it is absolutely 
necessary, for the sake of our existence as the Nation 
which we became a few months ago, that we should 
be at all times fully competent to maintain our posi- 
tion in the wider arena within which peoples and 
races shape their destinies in the struggle for exist- 
ence. 

If the reader shall have done the writer the honour 
of wading through these pages of chaotic scribbling 
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so far as this one, the latter is not going to take any 
mean advantage of him by seeking to inflict his 
views as to the superiority of Mounted Infantry to 
Cavalry, the moral effect of quick-firing guns and the 
mobility of artillery, or the faults of present systems 
of military organisation and equipment upon him, 
Many more competent, and many quite as incom- 
petent people have already laid the law down as to 
all manner of military matters. It is easy to criticise, 
as has been before remarked with regard to the 
Hospitals, but very hard to suggest reasonably. 

But, if he may be permitted here, in the last pages 
of his book, to point out one obvious lesson that may 
be drawn for Australia from the history of the Eng- 
lish struggle with the Boers, he would very much like 
to set it forth. Without overmuch wearisome pre- 
amble it may be suggested by the one word — 
Ammunition. 

If we have cartridges we have men who can use 
them effectively; but if we have none, then. we are 
'a gift' to the first hostile Power who may seek to 
take us. 

So, this is the lone suggestion which the writer 
ventures to make, knowing that he is too ignorant 
and impracticable to fully elaborate the scheme. 
That we build ourselves a small-arm ammunition 
factory somewhere by the Canoblas, and make some 
cartridges, and keep on making them, until we have 
so many millions that we may afford to bury them in 
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handy places about the country, after the manner of 
Christian De Wet and other gifted Generals who 
know what they are about, and whose heads are 
'screwed on the right way'. And then, when the 
Great War comes suddenly (as it will come when it 
does come), we shall feel safe, and happy, and content 
to rely upon ourselves, even though all those slim, 
untried ships in Farm Cove strew the beaches from 
Byron Bay to Gabo. 

Of course, we need rifles also— plenty of them — 
and would be all the better off did we make them, 
too— but we should have, first and above all, enough 
cartridges to make our supply inexhaustible, and the 
means of keeping it so when we shall have been 
cut off from English importations. Cannon, also, and 
shells, we might make — but that is too vast a dream, 
perhaps; and, after all, if we have cartridges and 
riflfes, and men who know how to shoot, we may laugh 
at all the 'shrapnel' and ' common-shell ' that were 
ever made for Krupp or Creusot guns. While we 
can arm such men as those who defied De la Rey 
at Eland's River we need have little fear for the 
safety of our country, but if we cannot arm them, 
and keep them supplied with ammunition for their 
arms, we might as well attach ourselves to whatever 
Power we may consider likely to be 'top dog' in 
the event of the overthrow of England. We have 
been very ready to assist her. It might be as well 
to make sure that we can help ourselves. We don't 
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want uniform factories, or gold lace contractors, but 
we cannot do without cartridges. 

And now we come to the end. The suns rise and 
set over the grey fields and the blue kopjes out there 
across the Indian Ocean, and the glorious days of the 
' high veldt ' are as divinely blue and clear as ever 
they were for us. The same dirty, yellow-coated 
men loaf about the streets of the quiet stads and 
dorps; the same dingy guns still point menacingly 
half skyward; the same steady rifles still rest over 
ant heaps and rocks ; the same long trains puff slowly 
over the Karoo towards De Aar and Naauwpoort 
But the end of it is in sight. The guns and the 
rifles will point, and the provision trains crawl about 
the country for a while longer. In a year or more 
the rifles will be carried at the c shoulder ' instead of 
at the ' ready ' — in God's own time they will be laid 
down, and there will come the five-furrowed plough 
amongst the graves, and the noise of the stamper 
battery will supersede the noise of the field-battery. 
For us who have come back, the end is here. Black 
coat or shirt-sleeves instead of khaki — stock-whip and 
shear-blade instead of rifle. Cattle or sheep to herd 
instead of worn-out horses — prospecting drives to dig 
instead of trenches. Kangaroos to hunt instead of men. 

Some of us have 'gone drovinV some of us have 
' humped bluey \ Most of us have ' roughed it ' some- 
where in Australia at some time — but none of us as 
we did in Africa. 
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And yet there was something about it all that calls 
you back again — some devilish fascination in the life 
of war-time that will never leave you without a han- 
kering for more of it * There is no hunting like the 
hunting of man ! " 

The end for us is the drafting-yard, and the farm 
in the river bend, and the shearing floor, and the 
stripped saddle of peaceful avocation, and the office. 
The end for Africa is yet to shape itself. But the 
days of war, in spite of what he might have thought 
at the time — in spite of whatever may become of him 
in the after years — will always return with something 
of indefinable pleasure in their remembrance to 
'Tommy Cornstalk*. 
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A HISTORY OF THE PAPACY FROM 
THE GREAT SCHISM TO THE 
SACK OF ROME, 1378-1527. 6 
vols. Crown 8vo, 5*. net each. 
QUEEN ELIZABETH. With Por- 
trait Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 
De Tocqueville.— DEMOCRACY IN 
AMERICA. By Alexis db Tocque- 
ville. Translated by Henky Reeve, 
C.B., D.C.L. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 16s. 
Dickinson.— THE DEVELOPMENT 
OF PARLIAMENT DURING THE 
NINETEENTH CENTURY. By G. 
Lowes Dickinson, M.A. 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
Falkiner.— STUDIES IN IRISH HIS- 
TORY AND BIOGRAPHY. By C. 
Litton Falkiner. 
Fitzgibbon.-ARTS UNDER ARMS : 
an university Man in Khaki. By 
Maurice Fitzoibbon, B.A., Trinity 
College, Dublin University, late Trooper 
and Sergeant- Major 45th Company (Irish 
Hunt Contingent) Imperial Yeomanry. 
With 6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5*. net. 
Pitzmaurice.— CHARLES WILLIAM 
FERDINAND, Duke of Brunswick ; an 
Historical Study. By Lord Edmond 
Fitzmaurice. With Map and 2 Por- 
traits. 8vo, 6s. net 
Froude (James A. ). 
THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from 
the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of 
the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. Cr. 
8vo, 3s. bV. each. 

THE DIVORCE OF CATHERINE OF 
ARAGON. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

THE SPANISH STORY OF THE AR- 
MADA, and other Essays. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6tf. 

THE ENGLISH IN IRELAND IN 
THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 

3 vols. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 
ENGLISH SEAMEN IN THE SIX- 
TEENTH CENTURY. 

Cabinet Editum. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Illustrated Edition. With 5 Photo- 
gravure Plates and 16 other Illustra- 
tions. Large Crown 8vo, 6s. net 

4 tfilcer Library' Edition. Crown 

8vo, 3s. 6d. 



Froude (James A.) —continued. 
THE COUNCIL OF TRENT. Crown 
8vo, 3*. 6d. 

SHORT STUDIES ON GREAT SUB- 
JECTS. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo, Ss. 6d. each. 

CAESAR : a Sketch. Cr. 8vo, Ss. 6d. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE WRIT- 
INGS OF JAMES ANTHONY 
FROUDE. Edited by P. S. Allen, 
M.A. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

FuUer.— EGYPT AND THE HINTER- 
LAND. By Frederic W. Fuller. 
With Frontispiece and Map of Egypt 
and the Sudan. 8vo, 10s. 6d. net. 

Gardiner (Samuel Rawson, D.C.L., 
LL.D.). 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from the 
Accession of James I. to the Outbreak 
of the Civil War, 1603-1642. 10 vols. 
Crown 8vo, 5s. net each. 

A HISTORY OF THE GREAT CIVIL 
WAR, 1642-1649. 4 vols. Crown 8vo, 
5s. net each. 

A HISTORY OF THE COMMON- 
WEALTH AND THE PROTECT- 
ORATE. 1649-1660. Vol. I. 1649- 
1651. With 14 Maps. 8vo, 21s. 
Vol. II. 1651-1654. With 7 Maps. 
8vo, 21s. Vol. III. 1654-1656. With 
6 Maps. 8vo, 21s. 

THE STUDENT'S HISTORY OF ENG- 
LAND. With 378 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, 12s. 
Also in Three Volumes, price 4s. each. 

WHAT GUNPOWDER PLOT WAS. 
With 8 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 5s. 

CROMWELL'S PLACE IN HISTORY. 
Founded on Six Lectures delivered in 
the University of Oxford. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6d. 

OLIVER CROMWELL. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 

Graham.— ROMAN AFRICA : an Out- 
line of the History of the Roman Occupa- 
tion of North Africa, based chiefly upon 
Inscriptions and Monumental Remains 
in that country. By Alexander 
Graham, F.S.A., F.R.I.B.A. With 
30 reproductions ot Original Drawings 
by the Author, and 2 Maps. 
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Macaulay (Lord). 
THE LIFE AND WORKS OF LORD 
MACAULAY. 

1 Edinburgh' Edition. 10 vols. 8vo, 
6V. each. 



Vols. I.-1V. 
LAND. 



HISTORY OF ENG- 
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Kent.— THE ENGLISH RADICALS: 
an Historical Sketch. By C. B. Roy- 
lance Kent. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Lang.— THE MYSTERY OF MARY 
STUART. By Andrew Lang. With 
6 Photogravure Plates and 15 other 
Illustrations. 8vo, 18*. net. i 

Laurie.— HISTORICAL SURVEY OF \ 
PRE-CHRISTIAN EDUCATION. By , 
S. S. Laurie, A.M., LL.D. Crown ' 
8vo, Is. 6d. 

Lecky.— (TheRt. Hou. William E. H.). 
HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 
Library Edition. 8 vols. 8vo. Vols. 
1. and II., 1700-1760, 36V. Vols. 
III. and IV., 1760-1784, 36V. Vols. 
V. and VI., 1784-1793, 36V. Vols. 
VII. and VIII., 1793-1800, 36V. 
Cabinet Edititm. England. 7 vols. l 
( Yown 8vo, 5*. net each. Ireland.' 
5 vols. Crown 8vo, 5s. net each. 
HISTORY OF EUROPEAN MORALS 
FROM AUGUSTUS TO CHARLE- 
MAGNE. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 10s. 
net. 
HISTORY OF THE RISE AND IN- 
FLUENCE OF THE SPIRIT OF 
RATIONALISM IN EUROPE. 2 
vols. Crown 8vo, 10s. net. 
DEMOCRACY AND LIBERTY. , 

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 36s. 
Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 10s. I 
net. | 

Lowell.-GOVERNMENTS AND, 
PARTIES IN CONTINENTAL! 
EUROPE. By A. Lawrence Lowell. • 
2 vols. 8vo, 21 s. 
Lynch.-THE WAR OF THE C1VILI- \ 
SATIONS: BEING A RECORD OF, 
'A FOREIGN DEVIL'S' EXPERI- 
ENCES WITH THE ALLIES IN 1 
CHINA. By George Lynch, Special I 
Correspondent of the Sphere, etc. With 
Portrait and 21 Illustrations. Crown . 
8vo, 6s. net. ' 



Lytton.-THE HISTORY OF LORD 
LYTTON'S INDIAN ADMINISTRA- 
TION, FROM 1876-1880. Compiled from 
Letters and Official Papers. Edited by 
Lady Betty Balkodb. With Portrait 
and Map. 8vo, 18s. \ 



Vols. V.-VII. ESSAYS, BIO- 
GRAPHIES, INDIAN PENAL 
CODE, CONTRIBUTIONS TO 
KNIGHT'S 'QUARTERLY 
MAGAZINE'. 

Vol. VIII. SPEECHES, LAYS OF 
ANCIENT ROME, MISCEL- 
LANEOUS POEMS. 

Vols. IX. and X. THE LIFE AND 
LETTERSOFLORD MACAULAY. 
By Sir G. O. Trevelyan, Bart. 

THE WORKS. 

* . 1 lba7ty ' Edition . W ith 1 2 Portraits. 
12 vols. Large Crown 8vo, 3s. M. 
each. 

Vols. I. -VI. HISTORY OF ENG- 
LAND, FROM THE ACCESSION 
OF JAMES THE SECOND. 

Vols. VII.-X. ESSAYS AND BIO- 
GRAPHIES. 

Vols. XI.-XII. SPEECHES, LAYS 
OF ANCIENT ROME, ETC., AND 
INDEX. 

Cabinet Edition. 16 vols. Post 8vo, 
£4 16V. 

HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM 
THE ACCESSION OF JAMES THE 
SECOND. 

Popular Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 5s. 
Student's Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, Vis. 
People's Edition. 4 vols. Or. 8vo, 16V. 
4 Albany ' Edition. With 6 Portraits. 

6 vols. Large Crown 8vo, 3s. 6V. 

each. 
Cabinet Edition. 8 vols. Tost 8vo. 

48s. 
'Edinburgh' Edition. 4 vols. 8vo, 

6V. each. 
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Maoaulay (Lord) — continued. 

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL 1 
ESSAYS. WITH LAYS OF ANCIENT 
ROME, ETC., in 1 volume. j 

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. M. 

Authorised Edition. Cr. 8vo, 2s. $d., 
or gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

' Silver Library ' Edition* With 1 
Portrait and 4 Illustrations to the 
'Lays'. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. 

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL 
ESSAYS. 
Student's Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo, 

65. 

People's Edition. 2 vols. Crown 

8vo, 8s. 
' Trerelifan ' Edition. 2 vols. Crown 

8vo, 9s. 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post 8vo, 

24s. 
1 Edinburgh ' Edition. 8 vols. 8vo, 

6*. each. 

ESSAYS, which may be had separately, 
sewed, 6d. each 



cloth, Is. each. 

Frederic the Great. 

Ranke and Gladstone. 

Lord Bacon. 

Lord Clive. 

Lord Byron, and The 
Comic Dramatists 
of the Restoration. 



Addison and Walpole. 

Croker's Boswell's 
Johnson. 

Hallam's Constitu- 
tional History. 

Warren Hastings. 

The Earl of Chatham 
(Two Essays). 



MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS. 
People's Edition. 1 vol. Crown 8vo, 
U. 6//. 

M ISCBLLANEOUS WRITINGS, 

SPEECHES. AND POEMS. 
Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post 8vo, 
24s. 

SELECTIONS FROM THE WRITINGS 
OF LORD MACAULAY. Edited, 
with Occasional Notes, by the Right 
Hon. Sir G. 0. Trevelyan, Bart. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Mackinnon.— THE HISTORY OF 
EDWARD THE THIRD. By James 
Mackinnon, Ph.D. 8vo,jlSs. 



May.— THE CONSTITUTIONAL HIS- 
TORY OF ENGLAND since the Ac- 
cession of George III. 1760-1870. By 
Sir Thomas Erskine May, K.C.B. 
(Lord Farn borough). 3 vols. Crown 
8vo, 18s. 

Merivale (Charlbs, D.D.). 

HISTORY OF THE ROMANS UNDER 
TH E EM PIRE. 8 vols. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. each. 

THE FALL OF THE ROMAN RE- 
PUBLIC : a Short History of the Last 
Century of the Commonwealth. 12mo, 
7s. 6d. 

GENERAL HISTORY OF ROME, 
from the Foundation of the City to 
the Fall of Augustulus, b.c. 753- a. d. 
476. With 6 Maps. Crown 8vo, 
7s.6cL 

Montague.— THE ELEMENTS OF 
ENGLISH CONSTITUTIONAL HIS- 
TORY. By F. C. Montague, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. M. 

Nash.— THE GREAT FAMINE AND 
ITS CAUSES. By VaOGHan Nash. 
With 8 Illustrations from Photographs 
by the Author, and a Map of India 
showing the Famine Area. Crown 8vo, 
6s. 

01iphant.-A DIARY OF THE SIEGE 
OF THE LEGATIONS IN PEKING 
DURING THE SUMMER OF 1900. 
By Nigel Oliphant. With a Preface 
by Andrew Lang, and a Map and Plans. 
Crown 8vo, 5s. net 

Powell and Trevelyan. — THE 
PEASANTS' RISING AND THE LOL- 
LARDS : a Collection of Unpublished 
Documents, forming an Appendix to 
' England in the Age of Wycliffe '. 
Edited by Edgar Powell and G. M. 
Trevelyan. 8vo, 65. net 

Randolph. -THE LAW AND POLICY 
OF ANNEXATION, with Special Refer- 
ence to the Philippines ; together with 
01>servations on the Status of Cuba. By 
Carman F. Randolph. 8vo, 9a. net. 
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Rankin.— THE MARQUIS D'ARGEN- 
SON AND RICHARD THE SECOND. 
Two Critical Essays by Reginald 
Rankin, M.A. 8vo, 10s. w. net. 

Raneome.— THE RISE OF CONSTI- 
TUTIONAL GOVERNMENT IN ENG- 
LAND. By Cyril Ransome, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Seebohm.— THE ENGLISH VILLAGE 
COMMUNITY Examined in its Rela- 
tions to the Manorial and Tribal Systems, 
etc. By Frederic Seebohm, LL.D., 
F.S.A. With 13 Maps and Plates. 
8vo, 16*. 

Shaw.— A HISTORY OF THE ENG- 
LISH CHURCH DURING THE CIVIL 
WARS AND UNDER THE COMMON- 
WEALTH, 1640-1660. Bv Wm. A. 
Shaw, Litt.D. 2 vols. 8vo, 36s. 

Sheppard.— THE OLD ROYAL 
PAiACE OF WHITEHALL. By 
Edgar Sheppard, D.D., Sub-Dean o'f 
H.M. Chapels Royal. With Full-page 
Plates and Illustrations in the Text. 
Medium 8vo. 

Smith. — CARTHAGE AND THE 
CARTHAGINIA NS. By R. Bosworth 
Smith, M.A. With Maps, Plans, etc. 
Crown 8vo, Zs. 6d. 

Stephens.— A HISTORY OF THE 
FRENCH REVOLUTION. By H. 
Morse Stephens. 8vo. Vols. I. aud II. 
18*. each. 

Sternberg.— MY EXPERIENCES OF 
THE BOER WAR. By Adalbert 
Count Sternberg. With Preface by 
Lieut. -Col. G. F. R. Henderson. Cr. 
8yo, 5*. net 

Stubbs.— HISTORY OF THE UNI- 
VERSITY OF DUBLIN, from its 
Foundation to the End of the Eighteenth 
Century. By J. W. Stubbs. 8vo, 12*. 6rf. 

Subaltern's (A) Letters to his 
Wife. (The Boer War.) Cr. 8vo, 3*. 6rf. 

Sutherland. -THE HISTORY OF 
AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND, 
from 1606 - 1890. By Alexander 
Sutherland, M.A., and George 
Sutherland, M.A. Crown 8vo, 2*. 6d. 



Taylor.— A STUDENT'S MANUAL 
OF THE HISTORY OF INDIA. By 
Colonel Meadows Taylor, C.S.I., etc. 
Crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 



Todd.— PARLIAMENTARY GOVERN- 
MENT IN THE BRITISH COLONIES. 
By Alpheus Todd, LL.D. 8vo, 30»\ net. 



Trevelyi 
VOLUTION 



iran.- 



THE AMERICAN RE- 
Part I. 1766-1776. By 
the Right Hon. Sir G. O. Trbvelyan, 
Bart. 8vo, 16s. 



Trevelyan.— ENGLAN D IN THE AGE 
OF WYCLIFFE. By George Macau- 
lay Trevelyan. 8vo, 15s. 



Wakeman and Hassall.— ESSAYS 
INTRODUCTORY TO THE STUDY 
OF ENGLISH CONSTITUTIONAL 
HISTORY. Edited by Henry Offley 
Wakeman, M.A., and Arthur Has- 
sall, M.A. Crown 8vo, 65. 

Walpole.— HISTORY OF ENGLAND 
FROM THE CONCLUSION OF THE 
GREAT WAR IN 1815 TO 1858. By 
Sir Spencer Walpole, K.C.B. 6 vols. 
Crown 8vo, Qs. each. 

Wood-Martin. -PAGAN IRELAND: 
AN ARCHAEOLOGICAL SKETCH. A 
Handbook of Irish Pre-Christian An- 
tiquities. By W. G. Wood-Martin, 
M.R.I.A. With 512 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo f 15*. 



Wylie (James Hamilton, M.A.). 
HISTORY OF ENGLAND UNDER 
HENRY IV. 4 vols. Crown 8vo. 
Vol. I., 1399-1404, 10s. 6rf. Vol. II., 
1405-1406, 15s. {out of print). Vol. 
III., 1407-1411, 155. Vol. IV., 1411- 
1413, 215. 

THE COUNCIL OF CONSTANCE TO 
THE DEATH OF JOHN H US : being 
the Ford Lectures delivered iu the 
University of Oxford in Lent Term, 
1900. Crown 8vo, 6*. net. 
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Bacon.— THE LETTERS AND LIFE OF 
FRANCIS BACON, INCLUDING ALL 
HIS OCCASIONAL WORKS. Edited 
by James Spedding. 7 vols. 8vo, £4 4s. 
Bagehot. -BIOGRAPHICAL 
STUDIES. By Walter Bagehot. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6</. 
Blount.-THE RECOLLECTIONS OF 
SIR EDWARD BLOUNT, 1815-1901. 
Jotted down and arranged by Stuart 
J. Reid. With Portraits. 8vo. 
Bowen.- EDWARD E. BOWEN . a 
Memoir. By the Rev. the Hon. W. E. 
Bowen. 
Carlyle.— THOMAS CARLYLE : A 
History of his Life. By James Anthony 
Froude. Crown 8vo. 1795-1835. 2 
vols. 7*. 1834-1881. 2 vols. 7s. 
Caroline, Queen.-CAROLINE THE 
ILLUSTRIOUS, QUEEN - CONSORT 
OF GEORGE II. AND SOMETIME 
QUEEN-REGENT: a Study of Her 
Life and Times. By W. H. Wilkins. 
With Portraits and other Illustrations. 
2 vols. 8vo. 
Crozier.— MY INNER LIFE : being a 
Chapter in Personal Evolution and 
Autobiography. By John Beattie 
Crozier, LL.D. 8vo, 14*. 
Dante.— THE LIFE AND WORKS OF 
DANTE ALLIGHIERI : l>eing an In- 
troduction to the Study of the * Divina 
Commedia '. By the Rev. J. F. Hooan, 
D.D. With Portrait. 8vo, 12s. 6tf. 
Danton.— LIFE OF DANTON. By A. 
H. Bkesly. With Portraits. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
De Bode. — THE BARONESS DE 
BODE, 1775-1803. By William S. 
Childe-Pemberton. With 4 Photo- 
gravure Portraits, etc. 8vo, 12s. 67/. net. 
Duncan.— ADMIRAL DUNCAN. By 
The Earl ok Camperdown. With 3 
Portraits. 8vo, 16s. 
Erasmus. 
LIFE AND LETTERS OF ERASMUS. 
By James Anthony Froude. Crown 
8vo. 3s. Oil. 
THE EPISTLES OF ERASMUS, from 
his earliest Letters to his Fifty-first 
Year, arranged in Order of Time. 
By Francis Morgan Nichols. 8vo, 
18s. net. 



Faraday. -FARADAY AS A DIS- 
COVERER. By John Tyndall. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Foreign Courts AND FOREIGN 
HOMES. By A. M. F. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Fox.-THE EARLY HISTORY OF 
CHARLES JAMES FOX. By the 
Right Hon. Sir G. 0. Trevelyan, Bart. 
Library Edition. 8vo, 18s. 
Cheap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Granville. - SOME RECORDS OF 
THE LATER LIFE OF HARRIET, 
COUNTESS GRANVILLE. By her 
Granddaughter, the Hon. Mrs. Old- 
field. With 17 Portraits. 8vo,16*. net 

Orey.— MEMOIR OF SIR GEORGE 
GREY, BART., G.C.B., 1799-1882. 
By Mandell Crbighton, D.D., late 
Lord Bishop of London. With an 
Introduction by Sir Edward- Grby, 
Bart. ; also Portraits and other Illus- 
trations. Cr. 8vo. 

Hamilton. -LIFE OF SIR WILLIAM 
HAMILTON. By R. P. Graves. 8vo, 
8 vols. 15*. each. ADDENDUM. 8vo, 
6rf. sewed. 

Harrow School Register (The). 
1801 - 1900. Second Edition, 1901- 
Edited by M. G. Dauolish, Barrister, 
at-Law. 8vo. 15*. net. 

Havelock. — MEMOIRS OF SIR 
HENRY HAVELOCK, K.C.B. By 
John Clark Marshman. Cr. 8vo, 3s. ikl. 
Haweia.— MY MUSICAL LIFE. By 
the Rev. H. R. Haweis. With Portrait 
of Richard Wagner and 3 Illustrations 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 
Hiley. —MEMORIES OF HALF A 
CENTURY. By the Rev. R. W. Hiley, 
D.D. With Portrait 8vo, 15*. 
Holroyd (Maria Josepha). 
THE GIRLHOOD OF MARIA JO- 
SEPHA HOLROYD (Lady Stanley 
of Alderlev). Recorded in Letters of a 
Hundred Years Ago, from 17761796. 
Edited by J. H. Adeane. With 6 
Portraits. - 8vo, 18*. 
THE EARLY MARRIED LIFE OF 
MARIA JOSEPHA, LADY STAN- 
LEY OF ALDERLEY, FROM 1796. 
Edited by J. H. Adeane. With 10 
Portraits, etc. 8vo, 18*. 
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Hunter. — THE LIFE OF SIR 
WILLIAM WILSON HUNTER, 
K.C.S.I. Author of ' The Annals of 
Rural Bengal,' ' A History of British 
India/ etc. By F. H. Skrinb. With 
Portraits and other Illustrations. 8vo. 

Jackson. -STONEWA LL JACKSON 
AND THE AMERICAN CIVIL WAR. 
By Lieut. -Col. G. F. R. Henderson. 
With 2 Portraits and 33 Maps and 
Plana. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 16*. net. 

Kerr.-HENRY SCHOMBERG KERR : 
Sailor and Jesuit. By the Hon. Mrs. 
Maxwbll-Soott of Abbotsford. With 
2 Portraits. Crown 8vo, 6*. 6d. net. 

Leslie.— THE LIFE AND CAM- 
PAIGNS OF ALEXANDER LESLIE, 
FIRST EARL OF LEVEN. By Charles 
Sanford Terry, M.A. With Maps 
and Plans. 8vo, 16*. 

Luther.— LIFE OF LUTHER. By 
Julius KOstlin. With 62 Illustra- 
tions and 4 Facsimiles of MSS. Crown 
8vo, 3*. 6d. 

Macaulay.-THE LIFE AND LET- 
TERS OF LORD MACAULAY. By 
the Right Hon. Sir G. 0. Trbvblyan, 
Bart. 
Popular Edition, 1 vol. Cr. 8vo, 

2*. 6d. 
Student's Edition. 1 vol. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Post8vo, 12*. 
' Edinburgh * Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 

6*. each. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, Z6s. 

Marbot.— THE MEMOIRS OF THE 
BARON DEMARBOT. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo, Is. 

Martineau.— JAMES MARTINEAU. 
A Biography and Study. By A. W. 
Jackson, A.M., of Concord, Massa- 
chusetts. With 2 Portraits. 8vo, 
12«. 6d. 

Max Miiller (F.) 

MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY : a Fragment. 
With 6 Portraits. 8vo, 12*. 6d. 

AULD LANG SYNE. Second Series. 
8vo, 10*. 6d. 

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK- 
SHOP. Vol.11. Biographical Essays. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 



Meade.— GENERAL SIR RICHARD 
MEADE AND THE FEUDATORY 
STATES OF CENTRAL AND SOUTH- 
ERN INDIA. By Thomas Henry 
Thornton. With Portrait, Map and 
Illustrations. 8vo, 10*. 6d. net 

Morris. -THE LIFE OF WILLIAM 
MORRIS. By J. W. Maokail. With 
2 Portraits and 8 other Illustrations 
by E. H. New, etc. 2 vols. 8vo, 32*. 

On the Banks of the Seine.— By 

A. M. F. , Authoress of ' Foreign Courts 
and Foreign Homes '. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Paget.— MEMOIRS AND LETTERS OF 
SIR JAMES PAGET, BART., F.R.S., 
D.C.L., late Sergeant-Surgeon to Her 
Majesty Queen victoria. Edited by 
Stephen Paget, one of his sons. With 
Portraits and other Illustrations. 8vo, 
12*. 6d. net. 

Pearson.— CHARLES HENRY PEAR- 
SON, Author of * National Life and 
Character'. Memorials by Himself, 
his Wife and his Friends. Edited by 
William Stebbing. With a Portrait. 
8vo, 14*. 

Place.— THE LIFE OF FRANCIS 

"LACE, 1771-1854. By Graham Wal- 

I las, M.A. With 2 Portraits. 8vo, 12*. 

| Ramakwshna : his Life and Sayings. 
I By the Right Hon. F. Max MOller. 
j Crown 8vo, 5*. 

Rich. — MARY RICH (1625 - 1678), 

COUNTESS OF WARWICK: Her 

Family and Friends. By C. Fell 

Smith. .With Photogravure Portraits 

I and other Illustrations. Medium 8vo. 

I Romanes.— THE LIFE AND LET- 
I TERS OF GEORGE JOHN ROMANES, 
I M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. Written and 
I Edited by his Wim With Portrait 
and 2 Illustrations. Crowu 8vo, 5*. net. 

I Russell. — SWALLOWFIELD AND 

j ITS OWNERS. By Constance. Lady 

Russell of Swallowfield Park. With 15 

Photogravure Portraits and 36 other 

I Illustrations. 4to, 42*. net. 

I Seebohm.— THE OXFORD REFOR- 
MERS— JOHN COLET, ERASMUS, 
I AND THOMAS MORE : a History of 
i their Fellow-Work. By Frederic 
I Seebohm. 8vo, 14*, 
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Shakespeare.— OUTLINES OP THE 
LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE. Bv J. 0. 
Halliwell-Phillipps. With Illustra- 
tions and Facsimiles. 2 vols. Royal 
8vo, 21*. 

Tallentyre.-THE WOMEN OF THE 
SALONS, and other French Portraits. 
By S. G. Tallbntyre. With 11 Photo- 
gravure Portraits. 8vo, 10*. Qd. net. 



Victoria, Queen, 1819-1901. By 
Richard R. Holmes, M.V.O., F.S.A. 
Librarian to the Queen. New and 
Cheaper Edition. With a Supplementary 
Chapter, bringing the narrative to the 
end of the Qneen s reign. With Photo- 
gravure Portrait. Cr. 8vo, 5*. net 

Wellington.-LIFE OF THE DUKE 
OF WELLINGTON. By the Rev. G. R. 
Gleig, M.A. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6rf. 



Travei and Adventure, the Colonies, etc. 

Braasey (The Late Lady). 



Arnold. -SEAS AND LANDS. By Sir 
Edwin Arnold. With 71 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, &». 6d. 

Baiter (SirS. W.). 

EIGHT YEARS IN CEYLON. With 
6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Ss. 6d. 

THE RIFLE AND THE HOUND IN 
CEYLON. With 6 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6U 

Ball (John). 
THE ALPINE GUIDE. Reconstructed 
and Revised on behalf of the Alpine 
Club by W. A. B. Coolidob. 

Vol. I., THE WESTERN ALPS : the 
Alpine Region, South of the Rhone 
Valley, from the Col de Tenda to 
the Siinplon Pass. With 9 New and 
Revised Maps. Crown 8vo, 12*. net. 

Vol. II.. THE CENTRAL ALPS, 
North of the Rhone Valley, from 
the Simplou Pasa to the Adige 
Valley. [In preparation. 

HINTS AND NOTES, PRACTICAL 
AND SCIENTIFIC, FOR TRAVEL- 
LERS IN THE ALPS: being a re- 
vision of the General Introduction to 
the 'Alpine Guide'. Crown 8vo, 3s. 
net. 

Bent.— THE RUINED CITIES OF MA- 
SHONALAND: being a Record of 
Excavation and Exploration in 1891. 
By J. Theodore Bent. With 117 Il- 
lustrations. • Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 



A VOYAGE IN THE 'SUNBEAM'; 

OUR HOME ON THE OCEAN FOR 

ELEVEN MONTHS. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

'Silver Library' Edition. With 66 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. M. 

Pitpular Edition. With 60 Illus- 
trations. 4to, 6d. sewed, U. cloth. 

ScJtool Edition, With 37 Illustra- 
tions. Fcp. , 2s. cloth, or 8s. white 
parchment. 

SUNSHINE AND STORM IN THE 
EAST. 

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and 
114 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Popular Edition. With 103 Illus- 
trations. 4 to, Qd. sewed, Is. cloth. 
IN THE TRADES, THE TROPICS, 

AND THE < ROARING FORTIES'. 

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. 

Crawford. - SOUTH AMERICAN 
SKETCHES. By Robert Crawford, 
M.A. Crown 8vo, 6\v. 

Fountain.-THE GREAT DESERTS 
AND FORESTS OF NORTH 
AMERICA. By Paul Fountain. With 
a Preface by W. H. Hudson, Author of 
* The Naturalist in La Plata,' etc. 8vo, 
9s. Qd. net. 
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Froude (Jambs A. ). 

OCEANA : or England and her Colon- ; 
ies. With 9 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 8*. 6d. | 

THE ENGLISH IN THE WEST IN- ' 
DIES : or, the Bow of Ulysses. With j 
9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s. 
boards, 2s. 6W. cloth. 

Haggard A WINTER PILGRIM- 
AGE : Being an Account of Travels ■ 
through Palestine, Italy and the Island ' 
of Cyprus, accomplished in the year 1900. | 
By H. Rider Haggard. With 31 
Illustrations from Photographs. Crown 
8vo, 12s. 6d. net. 

Heathcote.— ST. KILDA. By Nor- 
man Heathcote. With 80 Illustrations 
from Sketches and Photographs of the 
People, Scenery and Birds, by the 
Author. 8vo, 10*. M. net. 

Howitt.— VISITS TO REMARKABLE 
PLACES. Old Halls, Battlefields, 
Scenes, illustrative of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poetry. By 
Wiluam Howitt. With 80 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Knight (E. F.). 

THE CRUISE OF THE 'ALERTE'; 
the Narrative of a search for Trea- 
sure on the Desert Island of Trinidad. 
With 2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

WHERE THREE EMPIRES MEET: a 
Narrative of Recent Travel in Kash- 
mir, Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak, 
Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries. 
■With a Map and 54 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, '6s. 6V. 

THE ' FALCON ' ON THE BALTIC : a 
Voyage from London to Copenhagen 
in a Three-Tonner. With 10 Full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 3s. bV/. 

Lees.— PEAKS AND PINES: another 
Norway Book. Bv J. A. Lees. With 
63 Illustrations and Photographs by the 
Author. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



Lees and Clutterbuck.— B.C. 1887 : 
A RAMBLE IN BRITISH COLUMBIA. 
By J. A. Lees aud W. J. Clutterbuck. 
With Map and 75 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6U 

Lynch. — ARMENIA : Travels and 
Studies. By H. F. B. Lynch. With 
197 Illustrations (some in tints) repro- 
duced from Photographs and Sketches 
by the Author, 16 Maps and Plans, a 
Bibliography, and a Map of Armenia 
and adjacent countries. 2 vols. Medium 
8vo, 42s. net. 

Nansen.— THE FIRST CROSSING OF 
GREENLAND. By Fridtjof Nansen. 
With 143 Illustrations and a Map. Cr. 
8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Rioe.-OCCASIONAL ESSAYS ON 
NATIVE SOUTH INDIAN LIFE. By 
Stanley P. Rice, Indian Civil Service. 
8vo, 10s. 6tf. 

Smith.-CLIMBING IN THE BRITISH 
ISLES. By W. P. Haskett Smith. 
With Illustrations by Ellis Carr and 
numerous Plans. 

Part I. ENGLAND. 16mo, 3s. net 

PART II. WALES AND IRELAND. 
* 16mo, 3s. net. 

Stephen.-THE PLAYGROUND OF 

EUROPE (The Alps). By Leslie 

Stephen. With 4 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo f 3s. 6W. 

Three in Norway.— By Two of them. 
With a Map and 59 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, 2s. boards, 2s. 6rf. cloth. 

Tyndall (John). 

THE GLACIERS OF THE ALPS: 
being a Narrative of Excursions and 
Ascents. An Account of the Origin 
and Phenomena of Glaciers, and an 
Exposition of the Physical Principles 
to which they are related. With 61 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6a. &/. net. 

HOURS OF EXERCISE IN THE 
ALPS. With 7 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, Qs. 6d. net 
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Sport and Pastime. 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY. 

Edited by His Gracb the (Eiohtb) DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and 
A. E. T. WATSON. 

Complete In SO Volumes. Crown 8yo, Cloth, Price te. net each Volume, or 9s. net 
each, half-bound In Leather, with gilt top. 



ARCHERY. By C. J. Longman and 
Col. H. Walrond. With Contributions 
by Miss Lech, Viscount Dillon, etc. 
With 2 Maps, 23 Plates, and 172 Illus- 
trations in the Text. 

ATHLETICS. By Montague Shear- 
man. With Chapters on Athletics at 
School by W. Beacher Thomas; 
Athletic Sports in America by C. H. 
Sherrill ; a Contribution on Paper- 
chasing by W. Rye, and an Introduction 
by Sir Richard Webster, Q.C., M.P. 
With 12 Plates and 37 Illustrations in 
the Text. 



BIG GAME SHOOTING. 
Philupps-Wolley. 



By Clive 



Vol. I. Africa and America. 
With Contributions by Sir Samuel 
W. Baker, W. C. Oswell, F. C. 
Sblous, etc. With 20 Plates and 57 
Illustrations in the Text. 



Vol. II. Europe, Asia ? and the 
Arctic Regions. With Contri- 
butions by Lieut. -Colonel R. Heber 
Percy, Major Algernon C. Heber 
Percy, etc. With 17 Plates and 56 
Illustrations in the Text. 

BILLIARDS. By Major W. Broadpoot, 
R.E. With Contributions by A. H. 
Boyd, Sydenham Dixon, W. J. Ford, 
etc. With 11 Plates, 19 Illustrations 
iu the Text, and numerous Diagrams. 

COURSING AND FALCONRY. By 
Harding Cox, Charles Richardson, 
and the Hon. Gerald Lascelles. 
With 20 Plates and 55 Illustrations in 
the Text. 

CRICKET. By A. G. Steel and the Hon. 
R. H. Lyttelton. With Contributions 
by Andrew Lang, W. G. Grace, F. 
Gale, etc. With 13 Plates and 52 Illus- 
trations in the Text. 



CYCLING. By the Earl of Albemarle 
and G. Lacy Hillier. With 19 Plates 
and 44 Illustrations in the Text 

DANCING. By Mrs. Lilly Grove, 
F.R.G.S. With contributions by Miss 
Middleton, The Hon. Mrs. Armytaoe, 
etc. With Musical Examples, and 38 
Full-page Plates and 93 Illustrations in 
the Text. 

DRIVING. By His Grace the (Eighth) 
Duke op Beaufort, K.G. With Con- 
tributions by A. E. T. Watson, The 
Earl of Onslow, etc. With 12 Plates 
and 54 Illustrations in the Text 

FENCING, BOXING AND WREST- 
LING. By Walter H. Pollock, F. 
C. Grove, C. Prevost, E. B. Mitchell, 
and Walter Armstrong. With 18 
Plates and 24 Illustrations in the Text 

FISHING. By H. Cholmondblby- 
Pennell. 

Vol. I.— Salmon and Trout. With 
Contributions by H. R. Francis, 
Major John P. Trahbrne, etc. With 
9 Plates and numerous Illustrations of 
Tackle, etc. 

Vol. II.— Pike and Other Coarse 
Fish. With Contributions by the 
Marquis of Exeter, William 
Senior, G. Christopher Davis, etc. 
With 7 Plates and numerous Illustra- 
tions of Tackle, etc. 

FOOTBALL.— History, by Montague 
Shearman ; The Association Game, 
by W. J. Oakley and G. O. Smith; 
Ttie Rugby Union Game, by Frank 
Mitchell. With other Contribu- 
tions by R. E. Macnaghten, M. C. 
Kemp, J. E. Vincent, Walter Camp 
and A. Sutherland. With 19 Plates 
and 35 Illustrations in the Text 
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Sport and Pastime — continued. 
THE BADMINTON LIBRARY— continued. 

Edited by His Grace the (Eighth) DUKE OF BEAUFORT. K.G., and 
A. E. T. WATSON. 

Complete in 90 Volumes. Crown 8yo, Cloth, Price fle. net each Volume, or 9*. net 
each, half-bound in Leather, with gilt top. 

SHOOTING. 

Vol. I.— Field and Covert. By Lord 
Walsingham and Sir Ralph Payne- 
Gallwey, Bart With Contributions 
by the Hon. Gerald Lasoelles and 
A. J. Stuart-Wortley. With 11 
Plates and 95 Illustrations in the Text. 

Vol. II.— Moor and Marsh. By 
Lord Walsingham and Sir Ralph 
Payne-Gallwey, Bart. With Con- 
tributions by Lord Lovat and Lord 
Charles Lennox Kerr. With 8 
Plates and 57 Illustrations in the Text. 



GOLF. By Horace G. Hutchinson. 
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A. 
J. Balfour, M.P., Sir Walter Simpson, 
Bart, Andrew Lang, etc. With 32 
Plates and 57 Illustrations in the Text. 

HUNTING. By His Grace the (Eighth) 
Doke of Beadfort, K.G., and Mow- 
bray Morris. With Contributions by 
the Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire, 
Rev. E. W. L. Da vies, G. H. Lonoman, 
etc. With 5 Plates and 54 Illustrations 
in the Text 

MOUNTAINEERING. By C. T. Dent. 
With Contributions by the Right Hon. 
J. Bryce, M.P., 8ir Martin Conway, 
D. W. Freshfield, C. E. Matthews, 
etc. With 13 Plates and 91 Illustrations 
in the Text. 

POETRY OF SPORT (THE). Selected 
by Hbadley Peek. With a Chapter 
on Classical Allusions to Sport by 
Andrew Lang, and a Special Preface 
to the BADMINTON LIBRARY by 
A. E. T. Watson. With 32 Plates and 
74 Illustrations in the Text 

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING. 
By the Earl of Suffolk and Berk- 
shire, W. G. Craven, the Hon. F. 
Lawley, Arthur Coventry, aud A. E. 
T. Watson. With Frontispiece and 56 
Illustrations in the Text 

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain 
Robert Weir, J. Moray Brown, T. 
F. Dale, the late Duke of Beaufort, 
the Earl of Suffolk and Berkshire, 
etc. With 18 Plates and 41 Illustra- 
tions in the Text. 

ROWING. Bv R. P. P. Rowb and C. M. 
Pitman. With Chapters on Steering 
bv C. P. Serocold and F. 0. Bbgg; 
Metropolitan Rowing by S. Lb Blanc 
Smith ; and on PUNTING by P. W. 
Squire. With 75 Illustrations. 

SEA FISHING. By John Bickbbdykb, 
Sir H. W. Gore- Booth, Alfred C. 
Harmsworth, and W. Senior. With 
22 Full-page Plates and 175 Illustrations 
in the Text. 



SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGGANING. 
By J. M. Heathcotb, C. G. Tbbbutt, 
T. Maxwell Witham, Rev. John 
Kerr, Ormond Hake, Henry A. 
Buck, etc. With 12 Plates and 272 
Illustrations in the Text 

SWIMMING. By Archibald Sinclair 
and William Henry, Hon. Sees, of the 
Life-Saving Society. With 13 Plates 
and 112 Illustrations in the Text 

TENNIS. LAWN TENNIS, RACKETS 
AND FIVES. By J. M. and C. G. 
Heathcotb, E. 0. Pleydbll-Bouvbreb, 
and A. C. Aingbr. With Contributions 
by the Hon. A. Lyttelton, W. C. 
Marshall, Miss L. Dod, etc. With 12 
Plates and 67 Illustrations in the Text 

YACHTING. 

Vol. I.— Cruising, Construction of 
Yachts, Yacht Racing Rules, 
Fitting-Out, etc. By Sir Edward 
Sullivan, Bart., the Earl of Pem- 
broke, Lord Brassey, K.C.B., C. 
E. Sbth-Smith, C.B., G. L. Watson, 
R. T. Pritohett, E. F. Knight, etc. 
With 21 Plates and 93 Illustrations 
in the Text. 

Vol. II. — Yacht Clubs, Yachting in 
America and the Colonies, Yacht 
Racing, etc. By R. T. Pritchett, 
the Marquis of Duffbrin and Ava, 
K.P., the Earl of Onslow, James 
McFerran, etc. With 36 Plates and 
160 Illustrations in the Text. 
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Sport and Pastime — continued, 

FUR, FEATHER, AND FIN SERIES. 

Edited by A. B. T. Watson. 

Crown 8vo, price 6s. each Volume, cloth. 

The Volumes are also issued half -bound in Leather, with gilt top. 
be had from all Booksellers. 



The price can 



THE PARTRIDGE. Natural History, 
by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; 
Shooting, by A. J. Stuart-Wortlet ; 
Cookery, by George Saintsbury. 
With 11 Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams in the Text. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE GROUSE. Natural History, by 
the Rev. H. A. Macphbrson; Shoot- 
ing, by A. J. Stuart-Wortlby ; 
Cookery, by George Saintsbdry". 
With 13 Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams in the Text. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE PHEASANT. Natural History, 
by the Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shoot- 
ing, by A. J. Stuart-Wortlby; 
Cookery, by Alexander Innes Shand. 
With 10 Illustrations and various Dia- 
grams. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE HARE. Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Shooting, 
by the Hon. Gerald Lasoelles; 
Coursing, by Charles Richardson ; 
Hunting, by J. S. Gibbons and G. H. 
Longman; Cookery, by Col. Kbnney 
Herbert. With 9 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 5s. 



RED DEER. Natural History, by the 
Rev. H. A. Macpherson ; Deer Stalk- 
ing, by Cameron of Loohiel; Stag 
Hunting, by Viscount Ebrington ; 
Cookery, by Alexander Innes Shand. 
With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE SALMON. By the Hon. A. E. 
Gathorne-Hardy. With Chapters on 
the Law of Salmon Fishing by Claud 
Douglas Pennant; Cookery, by Alex- 
ander Innes Shand. With 8 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE TROUT. By the Marquess op 
Granby. With Chapters on the Breed- 
ing of Trout by Col. H. Custance ; and 
Cookery, by Alexander Innes Shand. 
With 12 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

THE RABBIT. By Jambs Edmund 
Harting. Cookery, by Alexander 
Innes Shand. With 10 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 5s. 

PIKE AND PERCH. By William Senior 
(■Redspinner,' Editor of the Field). 
With Chapters by John Bickkrdyke 
and W. H. Pope. Cookery, by Alex- 
ander Innes Shand. With 12 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 5s. 



Bickerdyke.-DAYS OF MY LIFE 
ON WATER, FRESH AND SALT: 
and other papers. By John Bicker- 
dyke. With Photo- Etching Frontis- 
piece and 8 Full-page Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Blackburne.— MR. BLACKBURNE'S 
GAMES AT CHESS. Selected, An- 
notated and Arranged by Himself. 
Edited, with a Biographical Sketch 
and a brief History of Blindfold Chess, 
by P. Anderson Graham. With Por- 
trait of Mr. Blackburne. 8vo, Is. 6d. 
net. 



Cawthorne and Herod.— ROYAL 

ASCOT: its History and its Associa- 
tions. By George Jambs Cawthornb 
and Richard S. Herod. With 82 
Plates and 106 Illustrations in the Text 
Demy 4to, £1 lis. 6d. net. 

Dead Shot (The) : or, Sportsman's 
Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on 
the use of the Gun, with Rudimentary 
and Finishing Lessons in the Art of 
Shooting Game of all kinds. Also 
Game-driving, Wildfowl and Pigeon- 
Shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By 
Marksman. With numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 
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Ellis.— CHESS SPARKS ; or, Short and 1 Lang.— ANGLING SKETCHES. By 
Bright Games of Chess. Collected and < Andrew Lang. With 20 Illustrations. 
Arranged by J. H. Ellis, M.A. 8vo, Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
4 *. W. j Lillie (Arthur). 

Folkard.— THE WILD-FOWLER: A| CROQUET: its History, Rules and 



Treatise on Fowling, Ancient and 
Modem, descriptive also of Decoys and I 
Flight-ponds, Wild-fowl Shooting, I 
Gunning-punts, Shooting-yachts, etc. 
Also Fowling in the Fens and in For- I 
eign Countries, Rock-fowling, etc., etc. 
By H. C. Folkard. With 13 Engrav- : 
ings on Steel, and several Woodcuts. 
8vo, 12s. U. 

Ford. — MIDDLESEX COUNTY 
CRICKET CLUB, 1864-1889. Written ; 



Secrets. With 4 Full-page Illustra- 
tions, 15 Illustrations in the Text, and 
27 Diagrams. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
CROQUET UP TO DATE. Containing 
the Ideas and Teachings of the Lead- 
ing Players and Champions. With 
j Contributions by Lieut. -Col. the Hon. 
H. Nbedham, C. D. Locook, etc. 
With 19 Illustrations (15 Portraits) 
! and numerous Diagrams. 8vo, 10s. 6d. 
net. 
and Compiled by'W. J. Ford (at the ! Locock.— SIDE AND SCREW: being 



request of the Committee of the County 
C.C.). With Frontispiece Portrait of 
Mr. V. E. Walker. 8vo, 10s. net. 

Ford.— THE THEORY AND PRAC- 
TICE OF ARCHERY. By Horace 
Ford. New Edition, thoroughly Re- 



Notes on the Theory and Practice of the 
Game of Billiards. By C. D. Locook. 
With Diagrams. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 
Longman.— CHESS OPENINGS. By 
Frederick W. Longman. Fcp. 8vo, 
2s. U. 
vised and Rewritten by W. Butt,'M.A. , Mackenzie.— NOTES FOR HUNTING 



With a Preface by C. J. Longman, M. A. 
8vo, 14*. 

Francis.— A BOOK ON ANGLING: 
or, Treatise on the Art of Fishing in 
every Branch ; including full illustrated 
List of Salmon Flies. By Francis 
Francis. With Portrait and Coloured 
Plates. Crown 8vo, 15s. 

Fremantle.— THE BOOK OF THE 
RIFLE. By the Hon. T. F. Fre- 
mantlk, Major, 1st Bucks V.R.C. 
With numerous Illustrations and Dia- 
grams. 8vo. 

Gathorne-Hardy.— AUTUMNS IN 
ARGYLESHIRE WITH ROD AND 
GUN. By the Hon. A. E. Gathorne- 
Hardy. With 8 Illustrations by 
Archibald Thorborn. 8vo, 6s. net. 

Graham. — COUNTRY PASTIMES 
FOR BOYS. By P. Anderson Gra- 
ham. With 252 Illustrations from 
Drawings and Photographs. Crown 
8vo, gilt edges, 3s net. 

Hutchinson.— THE BOOK OF GOLF 
AND GOLFERS. By Horace G. 
Hutchinson. With Contributions by 
Miss Amy Pasco b, H. H. Hilton, 
J. H. Taylor, H. J. Whigham and 
Messrs. Sutton & Sons. With 71 
Portraits from Photographs. Large 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6rf. net. 



MEN. By Captain Cortlandt Gordon 
Mackenzie. Crown 8vo. 
Madden.— THE DIARY OF MASTER 
WILLIAM SILENCE: a Study of 
Shakespeare and of Elizabethan Sport. 
By the Right Hon. D. H. Madden, 
Vice-Chancellor of the University of 
Dublin. 8vo, 16s. 

Maskelyne.— SHARPS AND FLATS : 
a Complete Revelation of the Secrets of 
Cheating at Games of Chance and 
Skill. By John Nbvil Maskblynb, of 
the Egyptian Hall. With 62 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MiUais. — THE WILD-FOWLER IN 
SCOTLAND. By John Goille Mil- 
lais. F.Z.S., etc. With a Frontispiece 
in Photogravure by Sir J. E. Millais, 
Bart., P.R.A. 8 Photogravure Plates, 
2 Coloured Plates, and 50 Illustrations 
from the Author's Drawings and from 
Photographs. Royal 4to, 80s. net 

Modern Bridge.— By ' Slam '. With 
a Reprint of the Laws of Bridge, as 
adopted by the Portland and Turf 
Clubs. 18mo, 3s. M. 

Park.— THE GAME OF GOLF. By 
William Park, Juu., Champion 
Golfer, 1887-89. With 17 Plates and 
26 Illustrations in the Text Crown 
8vo, 7s. 6U 
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Payne-Gallwey (Sir Ralph, Bart). 

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS 
(First Series). On the choke and 
Use of a Gun. With 41 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 7*. M. 

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS 
(Second Series). On the Production, 
Preservation, and Killing of Game. 
With Directions in Shooting Wood- 
Pigeons and Breaking-iu Retrievers. | 
With Portrait and 103 Illustrations. ) 
Grown 8vo, 12s. 6d. 

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS 
(Third Series). Comprising a Short 
Natural History of the Wildfowl that 
are Rare or Common to the British 
Islands, with Complete Directions in 
Shooting Wildfowl on the Coast and 
Inland. With 200 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, 18*. 



Pole.— THE THEORY OF THE MOD- 
ERN SCIENTIFIC GAME OF WHIST. 
By William Pole, F.R.& Fcp. 8vo, 
2s. net 



Proctor.— HOW TO PLAY WHIST: 
with the Laws and Etiquette of Whist. 
By Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, 
3s. net. 



Ronalds.— THE FLY-FISHER'S EN- 
TOMOLOGY. By Alfred Ronalds. 
With 20 Coloured Plates. 8vo, 14s. 



Selous.— SPORT AND TRAVEL, 
EAST AND WEST. By Frederick 
Codrteney Selous. With 18 Plates 
and 35 Illustrations in the Text Med- 
ium 8vo, 12s. 6d. net. 



Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy. 

LOGIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, ETC. 



Abbott.— THE ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. 
By T. K. Abbott, B.D. 12mo, 3s. 

Aristotle. 

THE ETHICS: Greek Text, Illustra- 
ted with Essay and Notes. By Sir 
Alexander Grant, Bart. 2 vols. 
8vo, 32s. 

AN INTRODUCTION TO ARISTO- 
TLE'S ETHICS. Books I.-IV. (Book 
X., c. vi.-ix. in an Appendix.) With 
a continuous Analysis and Notes. 
By the Rev. E. Moore, D.D. Crown 
8vo, 10*. 6d. 

Bacon (Francis). 

COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by R. 
L. Ellis, James Spedding aud D. D. 
Heath. 7 vols. 8vo, £3 13*. 6rf. 



Baoon (Francis) — continued. 

LETTERS AND LIFE, including all 
bis occasional Works. Edited by 
Jambb Speddinq. 7 vols. 8vo, 
£4 4*. 



THE ESSAYS : With Annotations. By 
Richard Whatelt, D.D. 8vo, 10*. 6d. 



THE ESSAYS: 
Storr and C. 
8vo, 3*. 6d. 



With Notes by F. 
H. Gibson. Crown 



THE ESSAYS: With Introduction, 
Notes and Index. By E. A. Abbott, 
D.D. 2 vols. Fcp. 8vo, 6*. The 
Text and Index only, without Intro- 
duction and Notes, in one volume, 
Fcp. 8vo, 2*. 6rf. 
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Bain (Alexander). 

DISSERTATIONS ON LEADING 
PHILOSOPHICAL TOPICS: being 
Articles reprinted from ' Mind '. 

[In the press. 

MENTAL AND MORAL SCIENCE : a 
Compendium of Psychology and 
Ethios. Crown 8vo, 10*. 6U 

Or Separately, 

Part I. PSYCHOLOGY AND HIS- 
TORY OF PHILOSOPHY. Crown 
8vo, 6*. (W. 

Part II. THEORY OF ETHIOS 
AND ETHICAL SYSTEMS. Or. 
8vo, 4*. 6U 

LOGIC. Part I. Deduction. Crown 
8vo, 4s. Part II. Induction. Crown 
8vo, 8*. 6d. 

THE SENSES AND THE INTELLECT. 
8vo, 16*. 

THE EMOTIONS AND THE WILL. 
8vo, 15*. 

PRACTICAL ESSAYS. Cr. 8vo, 2*. 



Bray.— THE PHILOSOPHY OF NE- 
CESSITY: or, Law in Mind as in 
Matter. By Charlrs Brat. Crown 
8vo, 6*. 

Crosier (John Brattir). 

CIVILIZATION AND PROGRES3: 
being the Outlines of a New System 
of Political, Religions and Social 
Philosophy. 8to, 14*. 

HI8TORY OF INTELLECTUAL DE- 
VELOPMENT : on the Lines of Mod- 
ern Evolution. 

VoL L 8vo, 14*. 

VoL II. (In preparation.) 

Vol. m. 8vo, 10*. 6U 



Davidson.— THE LOGIC OF DE- 
FINITION, Explained and Applied. 
By William L. Davidson, M. A. Crown 
8vo. 6*. 



Green (Thomas Hill).— THE WORK8 
OF. Edited by R. L. Nbttlbship. 
Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works. 

8vo, 16*. each. 
Vol. III. Miscellanies. With Index to 

the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo, 

21*. 
LECTURES ON THE PRINCIPLES 

OF POLITICAL OBLIGATION. 

With Preface by Bernard Boban- 

quit. 8vo, 5*. 

GrurnhilL— THE MORALS OF SUI- 
CIDE. By the Rev. J. Gurnbtll, B. A. 
Crown 8vo, 6*. 

Hodgson (Shadworth H.). 

TIME AND SPACE : a Metaphysical 
Essay. 8vo, 16*. 

THE THEORY OF PRACTICE: an 
Ethical Inquiry. 2 volt. 8vo, 24*. 

THE PHILOSOPHY OF REFLEC- 
TION. 2 vols. 8vo, 21*. 

THE METAPHYSIC OF EXPERI- 
ENCE. Book I. General Analysis 
of Experience ; Book II. Positive 
Science ; Book III. Analysis of 
Conscious Action ; Book IV. The 
Real Universe. 4 vols. 8vo, 36*. net 

Hume. —THE PHILOSOPHICAL 
WORKS OF DAVID HUME. Edited 
by T. H. Green and T. H. Gross. 4 
vols. 8vo, 28*. Or separately. Essays. 
2 vols. 14*. Treatise of Human Nature. 
2 vols. 14*. 

Hutchinson.— DREAMS AND THEIR 
MEANINGS. By HoraorG. Hutchin- 
son. With many Accounts of Ex- 
periences sent by correspondents, and 
Two Chapters contributed mainly from 
the Journals of the Psychical Research 
Society, on Telepathic and Premonitory 
Dreams. 8vo, 9*. 6d. net 

James.— THE WILL TO BELIEVE, 
and Other Essays in Popular Philosophy. 
By William Jamrs, M.D., LL.D., etc 
Crown, 8vo, 7*. (W. 

Justinian.— THE INSTITUTES OF 
JUSTINIAN : Latin Text, chiefly that 
of Huschke, with English Introduction, 
Translation, Notes and Summary. By 
Thomas C. Bandars, M.A. 8vo, 18*. 
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Kant (Immanuel). 

CRITIQUE OF PRACTICAL REASON, 
AND OTHER WORKS ON THE 
THEORY OF ETHICS. Translated 
by T. K. Abbott, B.D. With Memoir. 
8vo, 12s. 6rf. 

FUNDAMENTAL PRINCIPLES OF 
THE METAPHYSIC OF ETHICS. 
Translated by T. K. Abbott, B.D. 
Crown 8vo, Ss. 

INTRODUCTION TO LOGIC, AND 
HI8 ESSAY ON THE MISTAKEN 
SUBTILITY OF THE FOUR 
FIGURES. Translated by T. K. 
Abbott. »8vo, 6s. 

Kelly.-GOVERNMENT OR HUMAN 
EVOLUTION. By Edmokd Kelly, 
M.A., F.G.S. Vol. I. Justice. Crown 
8vo, 7s. 64. net. Vol. II. Collectivism 
and Individualism. Cr. 8vo, 10s. 6d. net. 

Killick.— HANDBOOK TO MILLS 
SYSTEM OF LOGIC. By Rev. A. H. 
Killick, M.A. Crown 8vo, 8s. Qd. 

Ladd (Gbobge Trumbull). 

ELEMENTS OF PHYSIOLOGICAL 
PSYCHOLOGY. 8vo, 21s. 

OUTLINES OF DESCRIPTIVE PSY- 
CHOLOGY : a Text-Book of Mental 
Science for Colleges and Normal 
Schools. 8vo, 12s. 

OUTLINES OF PHYSIOLOGICAL 
PSYCHOLOGY. 8vo, 12s. 

PRIMER OF PSYCHOLOGY. Crown 
8vo, os. 64. 

Leoky.— THE MAP OF LIFE: Con- 
duct and Character. By William 
Edward Habtpolb Lbckt. Library 
Edition, 8vo, 10s. 64. Cabinet Edition, 
Crown 8vo, 5s. net 

LutoBlawski.-THE ORIGIN AND 
GROWTH OF PLATO'S LOGIC. With 
an Account of Plato's Style and of the 
Chronology of his Writings. By Wnf- 

CBHTT LUT08LAW8KL 8vO, 21s. 

Max Miiller (F.). 
THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8vo, 

21s. 
THE SIX SYSTEMS OF INDIAN 

PHILOSOPHY. 8vo, 18s. 
THREE LECTURES ON THE VE- 

DANTA PHILOSOPHY. Cr.8ro.fc. 



Mill (John Stuart). 

A SYSTEM OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 64. 

ON LIBERTY. Crown 8vo, Is. 44. 

CONSIDERATIONS ON REPRESEN- 
TATIVE GOVERNMENT. Crown 
8vo, 2s. 

UTILITARIANISM. 8vo, 2s. 64. 

EXAMINATION OF SIR WILLIAM 
HAMILTON'S PHILOSOPHY. 8vo, 
16s. 

NATURE, THE UTILITY OF RE- 
LIGION AND THEISM. Three 
Essays. 8vo, 5s. 

Monck.— AN INTRODUCTION TO 
LOGIC. By William Hbnby S. 
Monck, M.A. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Myers. — HUMAN PERSONALITY, 
and its Survival of Bodily Death. By 
Frederic W. H. Mtbrs, M.A. 2 vols. 
8vo. 

Richmond. — THE MIND OF A 
CHILD. By Ennis Richmond, Author 
of * Boyhood* and 'Through Boyhood 
to Mannood \ Crown 8vo. 

Romanes.— MIND AND MOTION 
AND MONISM. By George John 
Romanes, LL.D., F.R.S. Crown 8vo, 
4s. 64. 

Sully (Jambs). 

THE HUMAN MIND : a Text-book of 
Psychology. 2 vols. 8vo, 21s. 

OUTLINES OF PSYCHOLOGY. Or. 
8vo, 9s. 

THE TEACHER'S HANDBOOK OF 
PSYCHOLOGY. Crown 8vo, 6s. 64. 

STUDIES OF CHILDHOOD. 8vo, 
10s. 64. 

CHILDREN'S W AYS : being Selection* 
from the Author's ' Studies of Child- 
hood '. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 4s. 64. 

Sutherland.— THE ORIGIN AND 
GROWTH OF THE MORAL IN- 
STINCT. By Alexander Sutherland, 
M.A. 2 vols. 8vo, 28s. 

Swinburne.— PICTURE LOGIC: an 
Attempt to Popularise the Science of 
Reasoning. By Alfred Jambs Swnr- 
bdrne, M.A. With 28 Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 64. 
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Thomas. — INTUITIVE SUGGE£- Zeller (Dr. Edward). 



T10N : a New Theory of the Evolution 
of Mind. By J. W. Thomas, Author of 
* Spiritual Law in the Natural World,' 
etc Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. net. 
Webb.— THE VEIL OF ISIS ; a Series 
of Essays on Idealism. By Thomas E. 
Webb, LL.D., Q.C. 8vo, 10s. 6U 

Weber.— HISTORY OF PHILOSO- 
PHY. By Alfred Webrr, Professor 
in the University of Strasburg. Trans- 
lated by Frank Thilly, Ph.D. 8vo, 16*. 

Whately (Archbishop). 
BACOST S ESSAYS. With Annotations. 

8vo. 10*. 6rf. 
ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. Crown 8vo, 

4*. 6U 
ELEMENTS OF RHETORIC. Crown 

8vo, 4*. 6rf. 



THE STOICS, EPICUREANS, AND 
SCEPTICS. Translated by the Rev. 
0. J. Reichbl, M.A. Crown 8vo, 15*. 

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF 
GREEK PHILOSOPHY. Translated 
by Sarah F. Allbyne and Evelyn 
Abbott, M.A., LL.D. Cr. 8vo, 10s. 6U 

PLATO AND THE OLDER ACA- 
DEMY. Translated by Sarah F. 
Alleyne and Alfred Goodwin, B. A. 
Crown 8vo, 18*. 

SOCRATES AND THE SOCRATIC 
SCHOOLS. Translated by the Rev. 
0. J. Rbiohel, M.A. Cr. 8vo, 10*. 6rf. 

ARISTOTLE AND THE EARLIER 
PERIPATETICS. Translated by B. 
F. C. Oostbllob, M.A., and J. H. 
Muirhead, M. A. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 24*. 



STONYHURST PHILOSOPHICAL SERIES. 



A MANUAL OF POLITICAL ECO- 
NOMY. By C. S. Dbvas, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, 7*. 67J. 

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF KNOW- 
LEDGE. By John Rickaby, S.J. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 

GENERAL METAPHYSICS. By John 
Rickaby, S.J. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

LOGIC. By Richard F. Clarke, S.J. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 



MORAL PHILOSOPHY (ETHICS AND 
NATURAL LAW). By Joseph Rick- 
aby, S. J. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

NATURAL THEOLOGY. By Bernard 
Bobddbr, S. J. Crown 8vo, 6*. <W. 

PSYCHOLOGY. By Michael Mahbr, 
S.J., D.Litt, M.A. (Lond.). Crown 
8vo, 6*. 6U 



History and Science of Language, etc. 

IM- Max Miiller (F.)— continued. 

BIOGRAPHIES OF WORDS, AND 
THE HOME OF THE ARYAS. 
Crown 8vo, 6*. 

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK- 
SHOP. Vol. III. ESSAY8 ON 
LANGUAGE AND LITERATURE. 
Crown 8vo, 5*. 

LAST ESSAYS. First Series. Essays 
on Language, Folklore and other 
Subjects. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

Roget.— THESAURUS OF ENGLISH 
WORDS AND PHRASES. Classified 
and Arranged so as to Facilitate the 
Expression of Ideas and Assist in lite- 
rary Composition. By Pbtbr Mark 
Roget, M.D., F.R.S. With full Index. 
O.48VO, 10*. 6d. 



Davidson.-LEADING AND 
PORTANT ENGLISH WORDS : Ex- 

Elaiued and Exemplified. By William 
u Davidson, M.A. Fcp. 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

Farrar.— LANGUAGE AND LAN- 
GUAGES. By F. W. Farrar, D.D., 
Dean of Canterbury. Crown 8vo, 6*. 

Graham. — ENGLISH SYNONYMS, 
Classified and Explained : with Practical 
Exercises. By G. F. Graham. Fcp. 
8vo, 6*. 

Max Mailer (F.). 

THE SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo, 10*. 
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Political Economy and Economics. 



Ashley (W. J.). 



ENGLISH ECONOMIC HISTORY j 
AND THEORY. Crown 8vo, Part 
L, 5s. Part II., 10*. 6U 

SURVEYS, HISTORIC AND ECONO- 
MIC. Crown 8vo, 9s. net. 



Bagehot.— ECONOMIC STUDIES. By 
Walter Baqbhot. Crown 8vo, 3s. da. 



Barnett. — PRACTICABLE SOCIAL- 
ISM. Essays on Social Reform. By 
Samuel A. and Henrietta Barnett. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Devas.— A MANUAL OF POLITICAL 
ECONOMY. By C. S. Dbvab, M.A. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. fid. {Stonyhttrst Phih- 
sopfiical .Series.) 



Lawrence. — LOCAL VARIATIONS 
IN WAGES. By F. W. Lawrence. 
M.A. With Index and 18 Maps and 
Diagrams. 4to, 8s. 6rf. 



Leslie. — ESSAYS ON POLITICAL 
ECONOMY. By T. E. Clifpb Leslie, 
Hon. LL.D., DubL 8vo, 10s. 6d. 



I Maoleod (Henry Dunning)— amt. 

THE THEORY OF CREDIT. 8vo. 
In 1 vol. 80s. net; or separately, 
Vol. I., 10s. net. Vol. II., Part I., 
10s. net Vol. II., Part II., 10s. net. 



Maoleod (Henry Dunning}. 

ECONOMICS FOR BEGINNERS. 
8vo, 2s. 



THE ELEMENTS OF ECONOMICS. 
2 vols. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6W. each. 



BIMETALLISM. 8vo, 6s. net. 

THE ELEMENTS OF BANKING. 
8vo, 8s. 6U 



INDIAN CURRENCY. 

net. 



8vo, 2s. 6d. 



By 



M1U.— POLITICAL ECONOMY. 
John 8tuart Mill. 
Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 
Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 80s. 



Mulhall. - INDUSTRIES AND 
WEALTH OF NATIONS. By Mich- 
ael G. Mulhall, F.S.S. With 82 
Diagrams. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 



8 p a h r. — AMERICA'S WORKING 
PEOPLE. By Charles B. Spahr, 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 



Byrnes.— POLITICAL ECONOMY: a 
Short Text-book of Political Economy. 
With Problems for solution, Hints for 
Supplementary Reading, and a Supple- 
mentary chapter on Socialism. By J. E. 
Symes, M.A. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6rf. 



Cr., 



Toynbee.— LECTURES ON THE IN- 
DUSTRIAL REVOLUTION OF THE 
18th CENTURY IN ENGLAND. By 
Arnold Toynrbe. 8vo, 10s. Qd. 



Cr. 



THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF 
BANKING. Vol. I. 8vo, 12s. 
Vol. H. 14s. j 



Webb (Sidney and Beatrice). 

THE HISTORY OF TRADE UNION- 
ISM. With Map and Bibliography. 
' 8vo, 18s. 

INDUSTRIAL DEMOCRACY: a Study 
in Trade Unionism. 2 vols. 8vo, 
26s. net 

PROBLEMS OF MODERN INDUS- 
TRY : Essays. 8vo, 7s. 6U 



Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



LONGMANS AND CO.'S STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS. 31 



Clodd (Edward). 

THE STORY OF CREATION : a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Il- 
lustrations. Crown 8vo, 85. Qd. 

A PRIMER OP EVOLUTION : being 
a Popular Abridged Edition of 'The 
Story of Creation'. With Illustra- 
tions. Fcp. 8vo, Is. Qd. 

Lubboek.-THE ORIGIN OF CIVIL- 
I8ATT0N, and the Primitive condition 
of Man. By Sir J. Lubbock, Bart , M.P. 
(Lord Avebury). With 5 Plates and 20 
Illustrations. 8vo, 18*. 

Romanes (George John). 

ESSAYS. Edited by C. Lloyd Mor- 
gan. Crown 8vo, 6s. net 

AN EXAMINATION OF WEISMANN- 
I8M. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Evolution, Anthropology, etc. 

Romanes (George John) — continued. 
DARWIN, AND AFTER DARWIN: 
an Exposition of the Darwinian 
Theory, and a Discussion on Post- 
Darwinian Questions. 
Part I. The Darwinian Theory. 
With Portrait of Darwin and 125 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 
Part II. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions: Heredity and Utility. With 
Portrait of the Author and 5 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 10*. Qd. 
Part III. Post-Darwinian Ques- 
tions: Isolation and Physiological 
Selection. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
Thomas. — INTUITIVE SUGGES- 
TION : a New Theory of the Evolution 
of Mind. By J. W. Thomas, Author of 
* Spiritual Law in the Natural World/ 
etc. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6rf. net 



The Science of Religion, etc. 



Balfour.— THE FOUNDATIONS OF 
BELIEF : being Notes Introductory to 
the Study of Theology. By the Right 
Hon. Arthur J. Balfour, M.P. 8vo 
12*. 6d, 

Baring-Gould.— THE ORIGIN AND 
DEVELOPMENT OF RELIGIOUS 
BELIEF. By the Rev. S. Baring- 
Gould. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 8*. 6d. 
each. 

CampbelL-RELIGION IN GREEK 
LITERATURE. By the Rev. Lbwis 
Campbell, M.A., LL.D., Emeritus 
Professor of Greek, University of St. 
Andrews. 8vo, 15*. 

Davidson.— THEISM, as Grounded in 
Human Nature, Historically and Critic- 
ally Handled. Being the Burnett 
Lectures for 1892 and 1893, delivered at 
Aberdeen. By W. L. Davidson, M.A., 
LL.D. 8vo, 155. 

Lang (Andrew). 
MAGIC AND RELIGION. 8vo, 10s. U. 
CUSTOM AND MYTH: Studies ot 

Early Usage and Belief. With 15 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, Zs. 6d. 
MYTH, RITUAL AND RELIGION. 

2 vols. Crown 8vo, Is. 
MODERN MYTHOLOGY : a Reply to 

Professor Max Muller. 8vo, 9s. j 

THE MAKING OF RELIGION. Or. , 

8vo, 6s. net, 1 



Max Muller (The Right Hon. F.). 

CHIP8 FROM A GERMAN WORK- 
SHOP. Vol. IV. Essays on Mytho- 
logy and Folk Lore. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE 8IX SYSTEMS OF INDIAN 
PHILOSOPHY. 8vo, 18*. 

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE SCIENCE 
OF MYTHOLOGY. 2 vols. 8vo,32s. 

THE ORIGIN AND GROWTH OF 
RELIGION, as illustrated by the 
Religions of India. The Hibbert 
Lectures, 1878. Crown 8vo, 5a. 

INTRODUCTION TO THE SCIENCE 
OF RELIGION. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

NATURAL RELIGION. The Gifford 
Lectures, 1888. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PHYSICAL RELIGION. The Gifford 
Lectures, 1890. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

ANTHROPOLOGICAL RELIGION. 
The Gifford Lectures, 1891. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

THEOSOPHY ; or, PSYCHOLOGICAL 
RELIGION. The Gifford Lectures, 
1892. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

THREE LECTURE8 ON THE 
VEDANTA PHILOSOPHY, 1894. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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Abbott. -HELLENICA. A Collection 
of Essay 8 on Greek Poetry, Philosophy, 
History and Religion. Edited by 
Evelyn Abbott, M.A., LL.D. Crown 
8vo, 7s. 6U 

JEschylus. - EUMEN1DES OF 

jESCHYLUS. With Metrical English 
Translation. By J. F. Dayibs. 8vo, 7s. 

Aristophanes.— THEACHARNIANS 
OF ARISTOPHANES, translated into 
English Verse. By R. Y. Tyrrell. 
Crown 8vo, Is. 

Becker (W. A.). Translated by the 
Rev. F. Mbtoautb, B.D. 

GALLUS: or, Roman Scenes in the 
Time of Augustus. With Notes and 
Excursuses. With 26 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 

CHARICLES: or, Illustrations of the 
Private Life of the Ancient Greeks. 
With Notes and Excursuses. With 
26 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6U 

Butler.— THE AUTHORESS OF THE 
ODYSSEY, WHERE AND WHEN 
SHE WROTE, WHO SHE WAS, THE 
USE SHE MADE OF THE ILIAD, 
AND HOW THE POEM GREW 
UNDER HER HANDS. By Samuel 
Butler. With 14 Illustrations and 4 
Maps. 8vo, 10s. 6U 



Hime. — LUCIAN, THE SYRIAN 
SATIRIST. By Lieut. -Colonel Henry 
W. L. Hime (late) Royal Artillery. 
8vo, 6s. net. 



Homer. 

THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Freely 
rendered into English Prose for the 
use of those who cannot read the 
original. By Samuel Butler. 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

THE ODYSSEY. Rendered into 
English Prose for the use of those 
who cannot read the original. By 
Samuel Butler. With 4 Maps and 
7 Illustrations. 8vo, 7s. 6rf. 

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. Done 
into English Verse. By William 
Morris. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Horace.— THE WORKS OF HORACE, 
rendered into English Prose. With 
Life, Introduction and Notes. By 
William Coutts, M.A. Crown 8vo., 
5s. net. 



Lucan.— THE PHAR8AL1A OF 
LUCAN. Translated into Blank Verse. 
By Sir Edward Ridley. 8vo, 14s. 



CampbeU.— RELIGION IN GREEK 
LITERATURE. By the Rev. Lewis 
Campbell, M.A., LL.D., Emeritus 
Professor of Greek, University of St 
Andrews. 8vo, 15s. 

Cicero. — CICERO'S CORRESPOND- 
ENCE. By R. Y. Tyrrell. Vols. I., 
II., III., 8vo, each 12s. Vol. IV., 15s. 
Vol. V. 14s. Vol. VI., 12s. Vol. VII., 
Index, 7s. 6d. 

Harvard Studies in Classical 
Philology. Edited by a Committee 
of the Classical Instructors of Harvard 
University. Vols. XI. and XII. 1900 
and 1901. 8vo, 6s. 6U net. 



M a c k a i 1. — SELECT EPIGRAMS 
FROM THE GREEK ANTHOLOGY. 

I By J. W. Maokail. Edited with a 
Revised Text, Introduction, Translation, 

| and Notes. 8vo, 16s. 



Rich.— A DICTIONARY OF ROMAN 
AND GREEK ANTIQUITIES. By 
A. Rich, B.A. With 2000 Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 



Sophocles. — Translated into English 
Verse. By Robert Whitblaw, M.A., 
Assistant Master in Rugby School. Cr. 
8vo, 8s. 6U 



Tyrrell.— DUBLIN TRANSLATIONS 
INTO GREEK AND LATIN VERSE. 
Edited by R. Y. Tyrrell. 8vo, 6s. 
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Virgil. 
THE POEMS OF VIRGIL. Trans- 
lated into English Prose by John , 
Conington. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE iENElD OF VIRGIL. Trans- j 
lated into English Verse by John 
Conington. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE iENEIDS OF VIRGIL. Done 
into English Verse. By William i 
Morris. Crown 8vo, 6*. | 

THE 2ENEID OF VIRGIL, freely | 
translated into English Blank Verse, j 
By W. J. Thornhill. Crown 8vo, 
6s, net ' 



Virgfil — continued, 

>,THE iENElD OF VIRGIL. Trans- 
_3ated into English Verse by Jambs 
f Rhoades. 

• Books I. -VI. Crown 8vo, 5*. 
Books VII.-XII. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE ECLOGUES AND GEORGICS 
OF VIRGIL. .Translated into English 
Prose by J. W. Maokail, Fellow 
of Balliol College, Oxford. 16010, 5*. 

Wilkins.— THE GROWTH OF THE 
HOMERIC POEMS. By G. Wilkins. 
8vo, 6s. 



Poetry and the Drama. 



Arnold.— THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD ; or, the Great Consummation. 
By Sir Edwin Arnold. With 14 Illustra- 
tions after Holman Hunt. Crown 8vo, 
6s. net. 

Bell (Mrs. Hugh). 
CHAMBER COMEDIES : a Collection 
of Plays and Monologues for the 
Drawing-room. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 

FAIRY TALE PLAYS, AND HOW 
TO ACT THEM. With 91 Dia- 
grams and 52 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 8*. net. 

RUMPELSTI LTZKIN : a Fairy Play in 
Five Scenes (Characters, 7 Male ; 1 Fe- 
male). From * Fairy Tale Plays and 
How to Act Them*. With Illustra- 
tions, Diagrams and Music. Crown 
8vo, sewed, 6d, 

Bird.— RONALD'S FAREWELL, and 
other Verses. By George Bird, M.A., 
Vicar of Bradwell, Derbyshire. Fcp. 
8vo, 4s. 6d, net. 

Goethe.— THE FIRST PART OF THE 
TRAGEDY OF FAUST IN ENGLISH. 
By Thos. E. Webb, LL.D., sometime 
Fellow of Trinity College ; Professor 
of Moral Philosophy in the University 
of Dublin, etc. New and Cheaper 
Edition, with THE DEATH OF FAU§T, 
from the Second Part Crown 8vo, 6*. 



Ingelow (Jean). 

POETICAL WORKS. Complete in 
One Volume. Crown 8vo, 6s, net. 

LYRICAL AND OTHER POEMS. 
Selected from the Writings of Jean 
Ingelow. Fcp. 8vo, 2s, 6d. cloth 
plain, 8s. cloth gilt. 
Lang (Andrew). 

GRASS OF PARNASSUS. Fcp. 8yo, 
2s. 6d. net. 

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. Edited 
by Andrew Lang. With 100 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8ro, 6s, 

Lecky.— POEMS. By the Right Hon. 
W. E. H. Lecky. Fop. 8vo, 5s. 

Lytton (The Earl op), (Owen Mere- 
dith). 

THE WANDERER. Cr. 8vo, 10a. 6d. 
LUCILE. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d, 
SELECTED POEMS. Cr. 8vo, 10*. &*. 

Maeaulay.— LAYS OF ANCIENT 
ROME, WITH 'IVRY' AND 'THE 
ARMADA '. By Lord Maoaulay. 
Illustrated by G. Sohabp. Fcp. 4to, 

10*. 6d, 
B\j on 

Edition, 18mo, 2s. 6U, gilt top. 
Popular 

Edition, Fcp. 4 to, 6d, sewed, Is. cloth. 
Illustrated by J. R. Wegubun. Cr. 

8vo, 3s. net. 
Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo, Is. 

sewed, Is. 6d, cloth. 
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Poetry and the Drama — continued. 



MacDonald.— A BOOK OP STRIFE, 
IN THE FORM OF THE DIARY OF 
AN OLD SOUL : Poems. By Georqb 
MacDonald, LL.D. 18mo, 6s. 

Moon.— POEMS OF LOVE AND 
HOME. By Gbobge Washington 
Moon, Hon. F.R.S.L. With Portrait 
16mo, 2s. 6d. 

Morris (William). 
POETICAL WORKS— Library 

Edition. 

Complete in II volumes. Crown 8vo, 
price 5*. net each. 
THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 4 vols. 

Crown 8vo, 5s. net each. 
THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON. 

Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 
THE DEFENCE OF GUENEVERE, 

and other Poenis. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 
THE STORY OF SIGURD THE 

VOLSUNG, AND THE FALL OF 

THE NIBLUNGS. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

net. 
POEMS BY THE WAY, AND LOVE 

IS ENOUGH. Crown 8vo, 5s. net. 
THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. Done 

into English Verse. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

net. 
THE jENEIDS OF VIRGIL. Done 

into English Verse. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

net. 
THE TALE OF BEOWULF, SOME- 
TIME KING OF THE FOLK OF 

THE WEDERGEATS. Translated 

by William Morris and A. J. 

Wyatt. Crown 8vo, 5*. net 
Certain of the Poetical Works may also 

be had in the following Editions :— 
THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 

Popular Edition. 5 Vols. 12mo, 
25*. ; or 5s. each, sold separately. 

The same in Ten Parts, 25s. ; or 
2s. 6d. each, sold separately. 

Cheap Edition, in 1 vol. Crown 8vo, 
6s. net. 
POEMS BY THE WAY. Square 

crown 8vo, Qs. 
%* For Mr. William Morris's other 
Works, see pp. 27, 87, 88, 39. 



Morte Arthur: an Alliterative Poem 
of the Fourteenth Century. Edited 
from the Thornton MS., with Introduc- 
tion, Notes and Glossary. By Mart 
Macleod Banks. Fcp. 8vo, 3*. 6d. 

Nesbit.— LAYS AND LEGENDS. By 
E. Nesbit (Mrs. Hubert Bland). 
First Series. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6tf. Second 
Series. With Portrait Crown 8vo, 5s. 

Riley. — OLD-FASHIONED ROSES : 
Poems. By James Whitoombe Riley. 
12mo, 5s. 

Romanes.— A SELECTION FROM 
THE POEMS OF GEORGE JOHN 
ROMANES, M.A., LL.D., F.R.S. 
With an Introduction by T. Herbert 
Warren, President of Magdalen Col- 
lege, Oxford. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 

Savage- Armstrong. -BALLADS OF 
DOWN. By G. F. 8avage-Abmstbong. 
M.A., D.Litt Crown 8vo, 7s. 6U 

Shakespeare. 

BOWDLER'S FAMILY SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With 36 Woodcuts. 1 
vol. 8vo, 14*. Or in 6 vols. Fop. 
8vo, 2U 

THE SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY 
BOOK. By Mary F. Dunbar. 
32mo, Is. 6rf. 

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS. Re- 
considered, and in part Rearranged, 
with Introductory Chapters and a Re- 
print of the Original 1609 Edition. 
By Samuel Butler, Author of 
' Erewhon \ 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

Stevenson.— A CHILD'S GARDEN 
OF VERSES. By Robert Louis 
Stevenson. Fcp. 8vo, 5*. 

a,gn« 

RING. Done into English Verse by 
Reginald Rankin, B.A., of the Inner 
Temple, Barrister-at-Law. 
Vol. I. Rhine Gold, and Valkyrie. Fcp. 

8vo 4s Qd 
Vol. tl. Siegfried, and the Twilight of 

die Gods. Fop. 8vo, 4s. 64. 
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Fiction, Humour, etc. 



Anstey (F.). 

VOCES POPULI. 
Punch.) 



(Reprinted from 



First Series. With 20 Illustrations by 
J. Bernard Pabtridoe. Crown 8vo, 
3s. net 

Second Series. With 25 Illustrations by 
J. Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, 
3s. net. 

THE MAN FROM BLANKLEY'S, 
and other Sketches. (Reprinted from 
Punch.) With 25 Illustrations by J. 
Bernard Partridge. Crown 8vo, 
3s. net. 



Bailey.— MY LADY OF ORANGE : a 
Romance of the Netherlands in the 
Days of Alva. By H. C. Bailey. With 
8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6*. 



Beaconsfleld (The Earl up). 

NOVELS AND TALES. Complete in 
11 vols. Crown 8vo, Is. Qd. each, or 
in sets, 15s. net 



Vitian Grey. 
The Young Duke, etc. 
Alroy, Ixion, etc. 
Contarini, Fleming, 

etc. 
Taucred. 



Sybil. 

Henrietta Temple. 

Venetia. 

Coningaby. 

Lothair. 

Endymion. 



NOVELS AND TALES. THE HUGH- 
ENDEN EDITION. With 2 Portraits 
and 11 Vignettes. 11 vols. Crown 
8vo, 42*. 



Churchill.— SAVROL A : a Tale of the 
Revolution in Laurania. By Winston 
Spencer Churchill, M.P. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 



Crawford. —THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY 
OF A TRAMP. By J. H. Crawford. 
With a Photogravure Frontispiece 4 The 
Vagrants,' by Fred. Walker, and 8 
pther Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5*. net. 



Creed.— THE VICAR OF ST. LUKE'S. 
By Sibyl Creed. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 



Dougall. -BEGGARS ALL. By L. 
Dodoall. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 



Doyle (A. Con an). 

MICAH CLARKE: a Tale of Mon- 
mouth's Rebellion. With 10 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 3s. M. 

THE REFUGEES : a Tale of the Hugue- 
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6d. 

THE STARK MUNRO LETTERS. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. M. 

THE CAFrAIN OF THE POLESTAR, 
and other Tales. Crown 8vo, 3s. §d. 



Farrar (F. W., Dean op Canterbury). 

DARKNESS AND DAWN : or, Scenes 
in the Days of Nero. An Historic 
Tale. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 

GATHERING CLOUDS : a Tale of the 
Days of St. Chrysostom. Crown 8vo, 
6s. net. 



Fowler (Edith H.). 

THE YOUNG PRETENDERS. A Story 
of Child Life. . With 12 Illustrations 
by Sir Philip Bdrne-Jones, Bart 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE PROFESSOR'S CHILDREN. 
With 24 Illustrations by Ethel 
Kate Burgess. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Francis (M. E.). 

FIANDER'S WIDOW. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

YEOMAN FLEETWOOD. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 

PASTORALS OF DORSET. With 8 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Froude.— THE TWO CHIEFS OF 
DUN BOY : au Irish Romance of the 
Last Century. By James A. Froude. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
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Fiction, Humour, etc. — continued. 



Gurdon.— M EMORIES AND; Haggard (H. Rider)— continued. 
FANCIES : Suffolk Tales and other 
Stories ; Fairy Legends ; Poems ; Mis- 
cellaneous Articles. By the late Lady 
Camilla Gurdon. Crown 8vo, 5*. 



SHE. With 32 Illustrations. 
8vo, 8*. 6d. 



Crown 



Haggard (H. Ridbr). 

ALLAN QUATERMAIN. With 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 



31 



ALLAN'S WIFE. With 34 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

BEATRICE. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette. Crown 8vo, 3s. orf. 

BLACK HEART AND WHITE 
HEART ? aud other Stories. With 33 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6*. 

CLEOPATRA. With 29 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. 

COLONEL QUARITCH, V.C. With 
Froutispiece and Vignette. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6rf. 

DAWN. With 16 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 3*. 6d. 

DOCTOR THERNE. Cr. 8vo, 3*. 6U 

ERIC BRIGHTEYES. With 51 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf. 

HEART OF THE WORLD. With 15 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. 

JOAN HASTE. With 20 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

LYSBETH. With 26 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

MAI W AS REVENGE. Cr. 8vo, 1*. 6V. 

MONTKZUMA'S DAUGHTER. With 
24 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

MR. MEESON'S WILL. With 16 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. M. 

NADA THE LILY. With 23 Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. 



SWALLOW : a Tale of the Great Trek. 
With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6U 

THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST. With 
16 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d, 

THE WITCH'S HEAD. With 16 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 



and Lang. — THE 
&LD'S DESIRE. By H. Ridbb 
Haggard and Andrew Lang. With 
27 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 



lagga: 
WORL 



Harte. — IN 
WOODS. Bv 
8vo, 3s. 6d. 



THE CARQUINEZ 
Brbt Harte. Crown 



Hope. -THE HEART OF PRINCESS 
OSRA. By Anthony Hopk. With 9 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. (kt. 



Howard (Lady Mabel). 

THE UNDOING OF JOHN BREW- 
STER. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

THE FAILURE OF SUCCESS. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 



Jerome. -SKETCHES IN LAVEN- 
DER : BLUE AND GREEN. By 
Jkromb K. Jerome, Author of * Three 
Men in a Boat,' etc. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf. 



Joyce. -OLD CELTIC ROMANCES. 
Twelve of the most beautiful of the 
Ancient Irish Romantic Tales. Trans- 
lated from the Gaelic. By P. W. Joyce, 
LL.D. Crown 8vo, 3s. &/. 

Lang.— A MONK OF FIFE ; a Story of 
the Days of Joan of Arc. By Andrew 
Lang. With 13 Illustrations by Selwyn 
Image. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
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Fiction, Humour, etc. — continued. 



Levett-YeatB (S.). 

THE CHEVALIER D'AHRIAC. Cr. 
8vo, ds. 6d. 

THE TRAITOR'S WAY. Grown 8vo, 



LyaU (Edna). 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A 

SLANDER. Fcp. 8vo, 1*. sewed. 

Presentation Kditinn. With 20 Illus- 
trations by Lancelot Spkkd. Or. 
8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF y 
TRUTH. Fcp. 8vo, 1*-. sewed, 1*. 6d. 
cloth. 

DOREEN. The Story of a Singer. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

WAYFARING MEN. Crown 8vo, 6*. 
HOPE THE HERMIT: a Romance of 
Borrowdale. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Marchmont.-lN THE NAME OF A 
WOMAN : a Romance. By Arthur 
W. Marchmont. With 8 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Mason and Lang.— P ARSON 
KELLY. By A. E. W. Mason and 
Andrew Lan-j. Crown 8vo, 6,v. 

Max Muller.- DEUTSCHE LIEBE 
(GERMAN LOVE) : Fragments from 
the Papers of an Alien. Collected by 
F. Max Miller. Translated from the 
German by G. A. M. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

Melville (G. J. Whyte). 



The Gladiators. 
The Interpreter. 
Good for Nothing. 
The Queen's Maries. 

Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. each. 



I liolmby House. 
Kate Coventry. 
Digby Grand. 
General Bounce. 



Merriman.— FLOTSAM : A Story ol 
the Indian Mutiny. By Henry Seton 
Merriman. With Frontispiece and 
Vignette by H. G. Masse y. Crown 
8vo. 3s. 



i by 
6d. 



Morris (William). 

THE SUNDERING FLOOD. 
8vo, 7s. 6U 



Crown 



THE WATER OF THE WONDROUS 
ISLES. Crown 8vo, 7*. 6d. 

THE WELL AT THE WORLD'S END. 

2 vols. 8vo, 28*. 

THE WOOD BEYOND THE WORLD. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 

THE STORY OF THE GLITTERING 
PLAIN, which has been also called 
The Land of the Living Men, or The 
Acre of the Undying. Square post 
8vo, 5*. net 

THE ROOTS OF THE MOUNTAINS, 
wherein is told somewhat of the Lives 
of the Men of Burgdale, their Friends, 
their Neighbours, their Foemen, and 
their Fellows-in-Arms. Written in 
Prose and Verse. Square cr. 8vo, 
$s. 

A TALE OF THE HOUSE OF THE 
WOLFINGS, and all the Kindreds of 
the Mark. Written in Prose and 
Verse. Square crown 8vo, 6s. 

A DREAM OF JOHN BALL, AND 
A KING'S LESSON. 12mo, 1*. U. 

NEWS FROM NOWHERE: or, An 
Epoch of Rest. Being some Chapters 
from an Utopian Romance. Post 8vo, 
]«. 6d. 

THE STORY OF GRETT1R THE 
STRONG; Translated from the Ice- 
landic by Eir/kr Magnijsson and 
William Morris. Crown 8vo, bs. 
net. 

THREE NORTHERN LOVE 
STORIES, and other Tales. Trans- 
lated from the Icelandic by EirIkr 
Magn(5s.son and William Morris. 
Crown 8vo, 6*. net 

%* For Mr. William Morris's other 
Works, see pp. 24, 37, 38 and 39. 
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Fiction, Humour, etc — continued. 



Newman (Cardinal). 

L0S8 AND GAIN : The Story of a 
Convert Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edi- 
tion, 6*. ; Popular Edition, 8s. 6rf. | 

CALLISTA : a Tale of the Third 
Century. Crown 8vo. Cabinet Edi- 
tion, 6s. ; Popular Edition, 3s. 6W. 



Phillipps-Wolley.-SNAP : A Le- 
gend o? the Lone Mountain. By C. ' 
Philupps-Wolley. With 13 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 



Raymond.— TWO MEN 0' MENDIP. 
By Walteb Raymond. Crown 8vo, 
6s. 



Stevenson (Robert Louis). 

THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. 
JEKYLL AND MR HYDE. Fcp. 
8vo, la. sewed, Is. 6d. cloth. 

THE STRANGE CASE OF DR. 
JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE, WITH 
OTHER FABLES. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6U 

MORE NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS 
—THE DYNAMITER. By Robert 
Louis Stevenson and Fanny van 
db Grift Stevenson. Crown 8vo, 
8s. fo*. 

THE WRONG BOX. By Robbbt 
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd Os- 
bourne. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d. 



Ridley. -ANNE MAIN WARING. By 
Alice Ridley, Author of * The Story of 
Aline \ Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Sewell (Elizabeth M.). 

A Glimpse of the World. | Amy Herbert 

Lanetou Parsonage. 

Margaret Percival. 

Katherine Ash ton. 

The Earl's Daughter. 

The Experience of Life. 



Cleve Hall. 
Gertrude. 
Home Life. 
After Life. 
Ursula. Ivors. 



Crown 8vo, Is. 6rf. each, cloth plain ; 
2s. Qd. each, cloth extra, gilt 
edges. 



Somerville (E. (E.) and Ross 
(Martin). 

SOME EXPERIENCES OF AN 
IRISH R.M. With 31 Illustrations 
by E. CE. Somerville. Crown 8vo. 



THE REAL CHARLOTTE. 
8vo, 3s. 6V. 



Crown 



THE SILVER FOX. 
3s. 6U 



Crown 8vo, | 



Suttner.— LAY DOWN YOUR ARMS 

(IHe Wafen Sieder) : The Autobio- 
graphy of Martha von Tilling. By 
Bertha von Suttner. Translated by 
T. Holmes. Crown 8vo, Is. (ta. 



Swan.— BALLAST. By Myra Swan. 
Crown 8vo, 6*. 



Trollope (Anthony). 

THE WARDEN. Crown 8vo, Is. 6a\ 

BARCHESTER TOWERS. Crown 8vo, 
ls.ttrf. 

Walford (L, B.). 

ONE OF OURSELVES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

THE INTRUDERS. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

LEDDY MARGET. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6a\ 

IVA KILDARE: a Matrimonial Pro- 
blem. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6rf. 

MR. SMITH : a Part of his Life. Cr. 
8vo, 2s. 6rf. 

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6U 
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Fiction, Humour, etc. 

Walford (L. B.)— continued. 
COUSINS. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6U 



continued. 



Ward.— ONE POOR SCRUPLE. By 
Mrs. Wilfrid Wabd. Crown 8vo, 
6*. 



TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. 
8vo, 2*. 6rf. 



Cr. I 



PAULINE. Crown 8vo, 2*. ott 
DICK NETHERBY. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6U 



I West.— EDMUND FULLESTON : or, 
I The Family Evil Genius. By B. B. 
West, Author of • Half Hours with the 
I Millionaires,' etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



THE HISTORY OF A WEEK. 
8vo, 2s. 6d. 



Cr. ; 



A STIFF-NECKED GENERATION.! 

Crown 8vo, 2s. Qd. 1 

NAN, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, 1 
2a. Gd. I 

THE MISCHIEF OF MONICA. Cr. 

8vo, 2* 6d. I 

THE ONE GOOD GUEST. Crown' 
8vo, 2s. Qti. 

' PLOUGHED,' and other Stories. Cr. 
8vo, 2s. Qd. 



THE MATCHMAKER. 
2s. Qd. 



Crown 8vo, 



I Weyman (Stanley). 

THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF. With 
Froutispiece and Vignette. Crown 
8vo, 3s. 6rf. 

A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE. With 
Frontispiece and Vignette. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

THE RED COCKADE. With Frontis- 
piece and Vignette. Crown 8vo, 6*. 

SHREWSBURY. With 24 Illustra- 
tions by Claude A. Shbppbrson. 
Cr. 8vo, 65. 

SOPHIA. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 



Popular Science (Natural History, etc.)* 



Butler. — OUR HOUSEHOLD IN- Furneaux (W.). 
SECTS. An Account of the Insect- 
Pests found in Dwelling-Houses. By 
Edward A. Butler, B.A., B.Sc. 
(LoncL). With 113 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, 3s. 6W. 



THE OUTDOOR WORLD; or, The 
Young Collector's Handbook. With 
18 Plates (16 of which are coloured), 
and 549 Illustrations in the Text 
Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 6s. net. 



Helmholtz.-POPULAR LECTURES 
ON SCIENTIFIC SUBJECTS. By 
Herman* von Hklmholtz. With 68 
Woodcuts. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6rf. 
each. 



BUTTERFLIES AND MOTHS 
(British). With 12 coloured Plates 
and 241 Illustrations in the Text 
Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 6s. net. 

LIFE IN PONDS AND STREAMS. 
With 8 coloured Plates and 381 Illus- 
trations in the Text. Cr. 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. net 
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Popular Science (Natural History, etc.) — continued. 



Hartwig (George). 

THE SEA AND ITS LIVING WON- 
DERS. With 12 Plates And 303 
Woodcuts. 8vo, gilt edges, Is. net 



i Proctor (Richard A.) — continued. 

PLEASANT WAYS IN SCIENCE. 
Crown 8vo, Ss. 6d. 



THE TROPICAL WORLD. With 8 
Plates and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo, gilt j 
edges, Is. net. 

THE POLAR WORLD. With 3 Maps, ' 
8 Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo, gilt 
edges, Is. net. 

THE SUBTERRANEAN WORLD. 
With 3 Maps aud 80 Woodcuts. 8vo, 
gilt edges, Is. net. 



NATURE STUDIES. By R. A. Proc- 
tor, Grant Allbn, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and E. Clodd. Cr. 8vo, 3*. 6rf. 

LEISURE READINGS. By R. A. 
Proctor, E. Clodd, A. Wilson, T. 
Foster and A. C. Ranyard. Crown 
8vo, 3*. Gd. 

* # * For Mr. Proctor's other books gee 
pp. 16 and 35 and Messrs. lAmgman* rf* 
Co.' 8 Catalogue of Scientific Works. 



Hudson (W. H.). 

NATURE IN DOWN LAND. With 12 
Plates and 14 Illustrations in the 
Text, by A. D. McCormick. 8vo, 
10s. 6U net. 

BRITISH BIRDS. With a Chapter on 
Structure and Classification by Frank 
E. Beddard, F.R.S. With 16 Plates 
(8 of which are Coloured), and over 
100 Illustrations in the Text. Crown 
8vo, gilt edges, 6s. net. 

BIRDS IN LONDON. With 17 Plates 
and 15 Illustrations in the Text, by 
Bryan Hook, A. D. McCormick, 
and from Photographs from Nature, 
by R. B. Lodge. 8vo, 12s. 



Proctor (Richard A.). | 

LIGHT SCIENCE FOR LEISURE 
HOURS. Familiar Essays on Scien- 1 
tific Subjects. Vol. I. Crown 8vo, I 
Ss. 6d. 

ROUGH WAYS MADE SMOOTH, j 
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects, j 
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. \ 



Stanley.— A FAMILIAR HISTORY 
OF BIRDS. By E. Stanley, D.D.. 
formerly Bishop of Norwich. With 160 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6rf. 



Wood (Rev. J. G.). 

HOMES WITHOUT HANDS : A De- 
scription of the Habitations of Animals, 
classed according to their Principle of 
Construction. With 140 Illustrations. 
8vo, gilt edges, Is. net 

INSECTS AT HOME: A Popular 
Account of British Insects, their 
Structure, Habits and Transforma- 
tions. With 700 Illustrations. 8vo, 
gilt edges, Is. net 

OUT OF DOORS: a Selection of 
Original Articles on Practical Natural 
History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, gilt edges, Zs. 6d. 

PETLAND REVISITED. With 33 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 
35. (yd. 

STRANGE DWELLINGS: a Descrip- 
tion of the Habitations of Animals, 
abridged from 'Homes without 
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr. 
8vo, gilt edges, 8s. fat. 
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Works of Reference. 



Gwilt.— AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OP 
ARCHITECTURE. By J oseph Gwilt, 
F.S.A. With 1700 Engravings. Revised 
(1888), with alterations and Considerable 
Additions by Wyatt Papworth. 8vo, 
21s. net. 



Maunder (Samuel). 

BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY. With 
Supplement brought down to 1889. 
By Rev. James Wood. Pep. 8vo, 6*. 

TREASURY OF GEOGRAPHY. 
Physical, Historical, Descriptive and 
Political. With 7 Maps and 16 Plates. 
Fcp.- 8vo, 6*. 

THE TREASURY OF BIBLE KNOW- 
LEDGE. By the Rev. J. Ayre, M.A. 
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 Wood- 
cuts. Fcp. 8vo, 6s. 

TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE AND 
LIBRARY OF REFERENCE. Fcp. 
8vo, 6s. 

HISTORICAL TREASURY. Fcp. 8vo, 
6s. 



Maunder (Samuel) — continued. 

THE TREASURY OF BOTANY. 
Edited by J. Lindlby, F.R.&, and T. 
Moore, F.L.S. With 274 Woodcuts 



and 20 Steel Plates. 
8vo, 12s. 



2 vols. Fcp. 



Roget.— THESAURUS OF ENGLISH 
WORDS AND PHRASES. Classified 
and Arranged so as to Facilitate the 
Expression of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. By Peter Mark Roqbt, 
M.D., F.R.S. Recom posed throughout, 
enlarged and improved, partly from the 
Author's Notes, and with a full Index, by 
the Author's Son, John Lewis Roqet. 
Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 



Willieh.— POPULAR TABLES for 
giving information for ascertaining the 
value of Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church 
Property, the Public Funds, etc. By 
Charles M. Willich. Edited by H. 
Bence Jones. Crown 8vo, 10*. 6d. 



Children's Books. 



Adelborg. - CLEAN PETER AND 
THE CHILDREN OF GRUBBYLEA. 
By Ottilia Adelborg. Translated 
from the Swedish by Mrs. Graham 
Wallas. With 23 Coloured Plates. 
Oblong 4to, boards, 3s. 6d. net. 

Brown.— THE BOOK OF SAINTS 
AND FRIENDLY BEASTS. By 
Abbie Farwell Brown. With 8 
Illustrations by Fanny Y. Cory. Cr. 
8vo, 4s. 6d. net. 

Buckland.— TWO LITTLE RUN- 
AWAYS. Adapted from the French 
of Louis Desnoyers. By James 
Buckland. With 110 Illustrations by 
Cecil Aldin. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Corbin and Going.— URCHINS OF 
THE SEA. By Marie Overton Cor- 
bin and Charles Bdxton Gome With 
Drawings by F. I. Bennett. Oblong 
4to, Ss. 6d. 



Crake (Rev. A. D.). 

EDWY THE FAIR; or, The First 
Chronicle of i£scendune. Crown 8vo, 
2s. net. 



ALFGAR THE DANE : or, The Second 
Chronicle of JSscendune. Crown 
8vo, 2s. net. 

THE RIVAL HEIRS : being the Third 
and last Chronicle of JEscendune. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. net. 

THE HOUSE OF WALDERNE. A 
Tale of the Cloister and the Forest in 
the Days of the Barons' Wars. Cr. 
8vo, 2s. net. 

BRIAN FITZ-COUNT. A Story of 
Wallingford Castle and Dorchester 
Abbey. Crown 8vo, 2s. net. 
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Children's Books — continued. 



Henty (G. A.).— Edited by. 

YULE LOGS : A Story Book for Boys. 
By Various Authors. With 61 
Illustrations. Or. 8vo, gilt edges, 3s. 
net. 

YULE-TIDE YARNS : a Story Book 
for Boys. By Various Authors. 
With 45 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
gilt edges, 3*. net. 



Lang (Andrew).— Edited by. 

THE VIOLET FAIRY BOOK. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 54 other Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 6*. 

THE BLUE FAIRY BOOK. With 138 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 
6*. 

THE RED FAIRY BOOK. With J00 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 
6*. 

THE GREEN FAIRY BOOK. With 

99 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. 

THE GREY FAIRY BOOK. With 65 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 
6*. 

THE YELLOW FAIRY BOOK. With 
104 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. 

THE PINK FAIRY BOOK. With 67 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 
6s. 

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. With 

100 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. 

THE TRUE STORY BOOK. With 

66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. 

THE RED TRUE STORY BOOK. 
Witli 100 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6*-. 

THE ANIMAL STORY BOOK. With 

67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, gilt 
edges, 6s. 



! Lang (Andrew).— Edited by— continued, 

THE RED BOOK OF ANIMAL 
STORIES. With 65 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 6s. 

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTER- 
TAINMENTS. With 66 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 6s. 



Meade (L. T.). 

DADDY'S BOY. With 8 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 3*. net 

DEB AND THE DUCHESS. With 7 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. net 

THE BERESFORD PRIZE. With 7 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. net. 

THE HOUSE OF SURPRISES. With 
6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. net. 



Murray.— FLOWER LEGENDS FOR 
CHILDREN. By Hilda Murray 
(the Hon. Mrs. Murray of Elibank). 
Pictured by J. S. Eland. With 
numerous Coloured and other Illustra- 
tions. Oblong 4to, 68. 



Penrose.— CHUBBY : a Nuisance. By 
Mrs. Penrose. With Illustrations by 
G. Granville Manton. 



Fraeger (Rosamond). 

THE ADVENTURES OF THE 
THREE BOLD BABES: HECTOR, 
HONOR1A AND ALISANDER. A 
Story in Pictures. With 24 Coloured 
Plates and 24 Outline Pictures. 
Oblong 4to, 3*. 6d. 

THE FURTHER DOINGS OF THE 
THREE BOLD BABES. With 24 
Coloured Pictures and 24 Outline 
Pictures. Oblong 4to, 3*. 6d. 



Stevenson.— A CHILD'S GARDEN 
OF VERSES. By Robert Louis 
Stevenson. Fcp. 8vo, bs. 
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Children's Books — continued. 



Upton (Florence E. and Bbrtha). , 
THE ADVENTURES OF TWO DUTCH j 

DOLLS AND A 'GOLLIWOGG'. 

With 31 Coloured Plates and numerous 1 

Illustrations in the Text. Oblong 4to, j 

6s. 
THE GOLLIWOGG'S BICYCLE t 

CLUB. With 31 Coloured Plates 

and numerous Illustrations in the 

Text. Oblong 4to, 6*. 

THE GOLLIWOGG AT THE SEA- 
SIDE. With 31 Coloured Plates and 
numerous Illustrations in the Text. • 
Oblong 4to, to. 



Upton (Florence K. and Bertha)— 

continued. 

THE GOLLIWOGG IN WAR. With 
31 Coloured Plates. Oblong 4to, 6*. 

THE GOLLIWOGG'S POLAR AD- 
VENTURES. With 31 Coloured 
Plates. Oblong 4to, 6*. 

THE GOLLIWOGG'S AUTO-GO- 
CART. With 31 Coloured Plates 
and numerous Illustrations in the 
Text. Oblong 4to, 6s. 

THE VEGE-MEN'S REVENGE. With 
31 Coloured Plates and numerous Illus- 
trations in the Text. Oblong 4to, 6s. 



Arnold's (Sir Edwin) 8eaa and Lands. 

With 17 Illustrations. 3s. 6(1. 
Bagehot's (W.) Biographical Studies. 
Ss.6d. 



THE SILVER LIBRARY. 

Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d. each Volume. 

Gonybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's 
(Very Rev. J. 8.) Life and Epistles of 
St. Paul. With 46 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Dougall's(L.) Beggars All; a Novel. 3*. 6d. 



Bagehot's (W.) Economic Studies. 3s. 6d. 

Bagehot's (W.) Literary Studies. With 
Portrait. 3 vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

Baker's (Sir 8. W.) Eight Years in Ceylon. 
With 6 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in 
Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Baring-Gould's (Rev. 8.) Curious Myths of 
the Middle Ages. 3a. 6d. 

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origin and De- 
velopment of Religious Belief. 2 vols. 
3s. 6d. each. 

Becker's (W. A.) Oallus: or, Roman Scenes 
in the Time of Augustus. With 26 Illus- 
trations. 3s. 6d. 

Becker's (W. A.) Charlcles: or, Illustra- 
tions of the Private Life of the Ancient 
Greeks. With 26 Illustrations. 3*. 6d. 

Bent's (J. T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma- 
shonaland. With 117 Illustrations. 
3*. 6d. 

Brassey's (Lady) A Yoyage In the < Sun- 
beam ♦. With 66 Illustrations, 3s. 6d. 

Churchill's (W. Spencer) The Story of the 
Malakand Field Force, 1807. With 6 
Maps and Plans. 3s. 6d. 

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation : a Plain 
Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus- 
trations. 3s. 6d. 



Doyle's (A. Conan) Mloah Clarke. A Tale 
of Monmouth's Rebellion. With 10 
Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the 
Poleatar, and other Tales. 3*. 6d. 

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Refugees: A 

Tale of the Huguenots. With 26 Il- 
lustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Stark Munro 

Letters. 3s. 6d. 
Froude's (J. A.) The History of England, 

from the Pall of Wolsey to the Defeat 

of the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. 3s. 

6d. each. 
Froude's (J. A.) The English in Ireland. 

3 vols. 10*. 6d. 
Froude's (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine 

of Aragon. 3s. 6d. 
Froude's (J. A.) The Spanish Story of 

the Armada, and other Essays. 3s. 6d. 
Froude's (J. A.) English Seamen in the 

Sixteenth Century. 3*. 6d. 
Froude's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great 

Subjects. 4 vols. 3*. 6d. each. 
Froude's (J. A.) Oceana, or England 

and her Colonies. With 9 Illustrations. 

3s. 6d. 

Froude's (J. A.) The Council of Trent. 
3s. 6d. 
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THE SILVER LIBRARY— continued. 

Froude's (J. A.) The Life and Letters of Haggard's (H. R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus- 
Erasmus. 3s. 6W. trations. 3s. 6rf. 



Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a 

History of his Life. 
1795-1835. 2 vols. 7s. 
1834-1S81. 2 vols. 7*. 

Froude's (J. A.) Caesar: a Sketch. 3s. 6U 

Froade*i (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dan- 
boy: an Irish Romance of the Last Cen- 
tury. 3s. 6W. 

Froude's (J. A.) Writings, Selections from. 

'6s. 6d. 

Glelfi (Rev. 0. R.) Life of the Duke of 
Wellington. With Portrait. 3s. 6rf. 

Grevllle's (C. C. F.) Journal of the 
Reigns of King George IY., King 
William IY., and Queen Ylctorla. 

8 vols. 3s. 6V. each. 

Haggard'! (H. R.) 8he : A History of 
Adventure. With 32 Illustrations. 3s. 6rf. I 

Haggard'! H. R.) Allan Quatermaln. j 
With 20 Illustrations. 3*. 6</. 

Haggard 1 ! (H. R.) Colonel Quarltch, 
Y.C.: a Tale of Country Life. With 
Froutispieee and Vignette. 3s. 67/. 

Haggard's IH. R.) Cleopatra. With 29 
Illustrations. &s. 6f/. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Eric Brlghteyes. 

With 51 Illustrations. 3s. 6V. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice. With 
Frontispiece and Vignette. 3s. 6rf. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan's Wife. With 
34 Illustrations. 3*. M. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Heart of the World. 

With 15 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Montezuma's Daugh- 
ter. W r ith 25 Illustrations. S\v. 6d. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Swallow : a Tale of the 
Great Trek. With ^ Illustrations. 3s. 6(1. 

Haggard's (H. R.) The Witch's Head. 

With lb* Illustrations. 3s. Qd. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Mr. Meeson's Will. 

With 16 Illustrations. 3*. 6</. 

Haggard's (H. R.) Nada the Lily. With 
23 Illustrations. 3*. &t. 



Haggard's (H. R.) The People of the Mist. 

With 16 Illustrations. 3s. 6U 

Haggard's (H. R.) Joan Haste. With 20 
Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 



Haggard (H. R.) 
World's Desire. 



and Lang's (A.) The 
With 27 Illus. &. &l 



Harte's (Bret) In the Carolines Woods, 
and other Stories. 3s. 6d. 

Helmholtz's (Hermann von) Popular Lec- 
tures on Scientific Subjects. With 63 
Illustrations. 2 vols. 3s. 6d. each. 

Hope's (Anthony) The Heart of Princess 

Osra. With 9 Illustrations. 3s. 6tf. 



Howltt's (W.) Visits to 

With 80 Illustrations. 



Places. 



Remarkable 

3s. U. 



Jefferies' (R.) The Story of My Heart: My 

Autobiography. With Portrait. 3s. 6V/. 

Jefferies* (R.) Field and Hedgerow. 

With Portrait. 3s. 6d. 

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17 Illus- 
trations. 3s. 6rf. 

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable. 
With Frontispiece and Vignette l»y E. 
V. B. 3s. 6V/. 

Jefferies' (R.) The Tollers of the Field. 

With Portrait from the Bust in Salis- 
bury Cathedral. 3s. 6d. 

Kaye (Sir J.) and Malleson*s (Colonel) 
History of the Indian Mutiny of 

1857-8. 6 vols. 3*. Qd. each. 

Knight's (E. F.) The Cruise of the * Alerte ': 

the Narrative of a Search for Treasure 
on the Desert Island of Trinidad. With 
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. 3s. 6c/. 

Knight's (E. F.) Where Three Empires 
Meet: a Narrative of Recent Travel in 
Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baltistan, 
Gilgit With a Map and 54 Illustra- 
tions. 3s. 6d. 

Knight's (E. F.) The « Falcon' on the 
Baltic : a Coasting Voyage from Ham- 
mersmith to Copenhagen in a Three- 
Ton Yacht With Map and 11 Illus- 
trations. 3s. 6d. 
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THE SILVER LIBRARY-— continued. 



Kostlin's (J.) Life of Lather. With 62 
Illustrations and 4 Facsimiles of MSS. 
Ss. 6^. 

Lang's (A.) Angling Sketches. With 20 
Illustrations. 3*. 6d. 

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies 
of Early Usage and Belief. 3*. 6d. 



Lang's (A.J 
8ense. * 



Cock Lane and Common- 

. 6U 



Lang's (A.) The Book of Dreams and 
Ghosts. 3*. 6W. 

Lang's (A.) A Honk of Fife: a Story of 
the Days of Joan of Arc. With 13 Il- 
lustrations. 3*. 6rf. 

Lang's (A.) Myth, Ritual and Religion. 

2 vols. Is. 

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbnck's (W.J.) B.C. 
1887, A Ramble in British Columbia. 

With Maps and 75 Illustrations. 3s. 6d. 



Levett-Yeats' (8.) 
D'Aurlac. Ss. 6U 



The 



Chevalier 



Macaulay's (Lord) Complete Works. 
« Albany ' Edition. With 12 Portraits. 
12 vols. 3*. M. each. 

Macaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of 
Ancient Rome, etc. With Portrait and 
4 Illustrations to the ' Lays '. Ss. 6rf. 

Macleod's (H. D.) Elements of Banking. 

Ss. 6d. 

Marbot's (Baron de) Memoirs. Trans- 
lated. 2 vols, 7*. 

Marshman's (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry 
Havelock. Ss. 6d. 

Meri vale's (Dean) History of the Romans 
under the Empire. 8 vols. Ss. 6d. 

each. 

Merriman's (H. 8.) Flotsam : a Tale of 
the Indian Mutiny. Ss. Qd. 

Mill's (J. 8.) Political Economy. 3*. 6d. 

Mill's (J. 8.) 8ystem of Logic 3a. 6U 



Milner's (Geo.) Country Pleasures: the 

Chronicle of a year chiefly in a Garden. 
3*. Qd. 

Hansen's (F.) The First Crossing of 
Greenland. With 142 Illustrations and 
a Map. 3s. 6U 

PhUllpps-Wolley's (C.) Snap: a Legend 
of the Lone Mountain. With 13 Illus- 
trations. Ss. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us. 

Ss. 6rf. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven. 

Ss. U. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Light Science for 
Leisure Hours. First Series. 3*. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) The Moon. Ss. 672. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than 
Ours. Ss. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Our Place among Infi- 
nities: a Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time 
with the Infinities around us. 3*. 6d. 



Other Buns than 



Proctor's (R. A.) 
Ours. Ss. 6rf. 



Proctor's (R. A.) Rough Ways made 
Smooth. 39. 6d. 



Proctor's 
Science. 



(R. A.) 
Ss. M. 



Pleasant Ways In 



Proctor's (R. A.) 
of Astronomy. 



Myths and Marvels 

Ss. 6rf. 



Proctor's (R. A.) Nature Studies. Ss. 6d. 

Proctor's (R. A.) Leisure Readings. By 
R. A. Proctor, Edward Clodd, 
Andrew Wilson, Thomas Foster 
and A. C. Ranyard. With Illustra- 
tions. Ss. Qd. 

Rossettl's (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante. 

Ss. 6U 

Smith's (R. Bosworth) Carthage and the 
Carthaginians. With Maps, Plans, etc. 
Ss. 6d. 

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of 
Birds. With 160 Illustrations. Ss. oW. 
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The Fine Arts and Music. 



Burns and Colenso. — LIVING 
ANATOMY. By Cecil L. Burns, 
R.B.A., and Robert J. Colenso, M.A., 
M.D. 40 Plates, 11J x 8| ins., each 
Plate containing Two Figures— (a) A 
Natural Male or Female Figure ; (0) The 
same Figure Anatomised. In a Portfolio. 
Is. Qd. net 

Hamlin.— A TEXT-BOOK OF THE 
HISTORY OF ARCHITECTURE. By 
A. D. F. Hamlin, A.M. With 229 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7*. M. 

Haweis(Rev. H. R). 

MUSIC AND MORALS. With Portrait 
of the Author, and Numerous Illus- 
trations, Facsimiles and Diagrams. 
Crown 8vo, 6*. net. 

MY MUSICAL LIFE. With Portrait 
of Richard Wagner and 3 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 6s. net. 

Huish, Head and Longman.— 
SAMPLER8 AND TAPESTRY EM 
BROIDERIES. By Marcus B. Huish, 
LL.B. ; also 'The 8titchery of the 
Same,' by Mrs. Head; and 'Foreign 
Samplers,' by Mrs. C. J. Longman. 
With 80 Reproductions in Colour and 
40 Illustrations in Monochrome. 4to, 
£2 2s. net. 

Hullah.— THE HISTORY OF MO- 
DERN MUSIC. By John Hullah. 
8vo, 8s. 6U 

Jameson (Mrs. Anna). 
SACRED AND LEGENDARY ART, 
containing Legends of the Angels 
and Archangels, the Evangelists, 
the Apostles, the Doctors of the 
Church, St. Mary Magdalene, the 
Patron Saints, the Martyrs, the Early 
Bishops, the Hermits and the Warrior- 
Saints of Christendom, as represented 
in the Fine Arts. With 19 Etchings 
and 187 Woodcuts. 2 vols. 8vo, 20s. 
net. 
LEGENDS OF THE MONASTIC 
ORDERS, as represented in the Fine 
Arts, comprising the Benedictines and 
Augustines, and Orders derived from 
their rules, the Mendicant Orders, the 
Jesuits, and the Order of the Visita- 
tion of St Mary. With 11 Etchings 
and 88 Woodouts. 1vol. 8vo,10s. net. 



i Jameson (Mrs. Anna)— continued. 

I LEGENDS OF THE MADONNA, OR 
BLESSED VIRGIN MARY. Devo- 
tional with and without the Infant 
Jesus, Historical from the Annuncia- 
tion to the Assumption, as represented 
in Sacred and Legendary Christian 
Art. With 27 Etchings and 166 
Woodcuts. 1 vol. 8vo, 10s. net. 
THE HISTORY OF OUR LORD, as 
exemplified in Works of Art, with 
that of His Types, St. John the 
Baptist, and other persons of the Old 
and New Testament. Commenced by 
the late Mrs. Jameson ; continued 
and completed by Lady Eastlake. 
With 31 Etchings and 281 Woodcuts. 
2 vols. 8vo, 20s. net. 

Kingsley.— A HISTORY OF FRENCH 
ART, 1100-1899. By Rose G. Kinosley. 
8vo, 12s. 6d. net. 

Kristeller.— ANDREA MANTEGNA. 
Ry Paul Kristeller. English Edition 
by S. Arthur Strong, M.A., Librarian 
to the House of Lords, and at Chats- 
worth. With 26 Photogravure Plates 
and 162 Illustrations in the Text. 4to, 
£3 10s. net. 

Macfarren.— LECTURES ON HAR- 
MONY. BySirGBOROBA.MACFARRBN. 
8vo, 12s. 

Morris (William). 

HOPES AND FEARS FOR ART. Five 
Lectures delivered in Birmingham, 
London, etc., in 1878-1881. Crown 
8vo, 4s. 6rf. 

AN ADDRESS DELIVERED AT THE 
DISTRIBUTION OF PRIZES TO 
STUDENTS OF THE BIRMING- 
HAM MUNICIPAL SCHOOL OF 
ART ON 21st FEBRUARY, 1894. 
*vo, 2s. 6d. net. 

ART AND THE BEAUTY OF THE 
EARTH. A Lecture delivered at 
Burslem Town Hall on 13th October, 
1881. 8vo, 2s. 6U net. 

SOME HINTS ON PATTERN- DE- 
SIGNING : a Lecture delivered at 
the Working Men's College, London, 
on 10th December, 1881. 8vo, 2s. 6rf. 
net. 
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The Fine Arts and Music — continued. 



Morris (William) — continued. . 

ARTS AND ITS PRODUCERS (1888) 
AND THE ARTS AND CRAFTS OF 
TO-DAY (1889). 8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 

ARCHITECTURE AND HISTORY, 1 
AND WESTMINSTER ABBEY. Two 
Papers read before the Society for the 
Protection of Ancient Buildiuga. 8vo, i 
2s. Qd. net. I 

I 

ARTS AND CRAFTS ESSAYS BY! 
MEMBERS OF THE ARTS AND 
CRAFTS EXHIBITION SOCIETY. « 
With a Preface by William Morris. , 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. net 

%* For Mr. William Morris's ttther , 
\oorlcs see pp. 24, 27 and 39. 



Van Dyke. -A TEXT-BOOK ON THE 
HISTORY OF PAINTING. By John 
C. Van Dtkb. With 110 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 6\s. 

Willard.— HISTORY OF MODERN 
ITALIAN RT. By Ashton Rollins 
Willard. With Photogravure Froutis- 

?iece and 28 full-page Illustrations. 8vo, 
Hs. net. 

Wellington. -A DESCRIPTIVE AND 
HISTORICAL CATALOGUE OF THE 
COLLECTIONS OF PICTURES AND 
SCULPTURE AT APSLEY HOUSE, 
LONDON. By Evelyn, Duchess of 
Wellington. Illustrated by 52 Photo- 
Engravings, specially executed by 
Bbaun, Clkment & Co., of Paris. 2 
vols. Royal 4to, £6 6s. net. 



Miscellaneous and Critical Works. 



Bagehot. -LITERARY STUDIES. By 
Walter Baoehot. With Portrait 3 
vols. Crown 8vo, 3s. fcl. each. 

Baker.— EDUCATION AND LIFE : 
Papers and Addresses. By James H. 
Baker, M. A., LL.D. Crown 8vo, 4*. Qd. 

Baring-Oould.-CURIOUS MYTHS 
OF THE MIDDLE AGES. By Rev. S. 
Baring-Gould. Crown 8vo, &t. 6d. j 

Baynes.— SHAKESPEARE STUDIES, j 
and other Essays. Bv the late Thomas I 
Spencer Baynes, LL*.B., LL.D. With 
a Biographical Preface by Professor 
Lewis Campbell. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

Charities Register, THE ANNUAL, 
AND DIGEST ; being a Classified Re- 

Sister of Charities in or available in the 
fetropolis. With an Introduction by 
C. S. Loch, Secretary to the Council of 
the Charity Organisation Society, Lon- 
don. 8vo, 4.v. 

Christie.-SELECTED ESSAYS. By 
Richard Copley Christie, M.A*. 
Oxon., Hon. LL.D. Vict. Edited with 
a Memoir by W. A. Shaw, Lirt.D. 
With Portraits and other Illustrations. 

Dickinson. -KING ARTHUR IN 
CORNWALL. By W. Howship Dick- 
inson, M.D. With 5 Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. 



Erasmus. - THE EPISTLES OF 
ERASMUS, from his Earliest Letters to 
his Fifty-first Year, arranged in Order 
of Time. English Translations from the 
Early Correspondence so arranged, with 
a Commentary confirming the Chronolo- 
gical arrangement and supplying further 
Biographical Matter. By Francis 
Morgan Nichols. 8vo, 18*. net. 

Evans.-THE ANCIENT STONE IM- 
PLEMENTS, WEAPONS AND ORNA- 
MENTS OF GREAT BRITAIN. By 
Sir John Evans, K.C.B. With 587 
Illustrations. 8vo, 28s. 

Exploded Ideas, AND OTHER 
ESSAYS. By the Author of « Timesand 
Days'. Crown 8vo, 5$. 

Geikie. — THE VICAR AND HIS 
FRIENDS. Reported by Cunningham 
Grikib, D.D., LL.D., late Vicar of St. 
Mary's, Barnstaple. Crown 8vo, 5.*. net. 

Haggard. - A FARMER'S YEAR : 

being his Commonplace Book for 1898. 
By H. Rider Haggard. With 36 
Illustrations by G. Leon Little and 3 
others. Crown 8vo, 7*. 6rf. net 

OUTCAST ESSAYS AND 
HE TRANSLATIONS. By Shad- 
worth H. Hodgson, LL. D. Crown 8vo, 

8.s. &t. 



Hodgson. 
VERS: 
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works — continued. 



Hoenig. -INQUIRIES CONCERNING 
THE TACTICS OF THE FUTURE. 
By Fritz Hoenig. With 1 Sketch in 
the Text and 5 Maps. Translated by 
Captain H. M. Bowek. 8vo, 15*. net. 

Hi*tchinson.- DREAMS AND THEIR 
MEANINGS. By Horace G. Hutchin- 
son. With many Accounts of Ex- 
periences sent by * correspondents, and 
Two Chapters contributed mainly from 
the Journals of the Psychical Research 
Society, on Telepathic and Premonitory 
Dreams. 8vo, 9s. 6d. net. 

Jefferies (Richard). 

FIELD AND HEDGEROW. With 
Portrait. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6U 

THE STORY OF MY HEART: my 
Autobiography. With Portrait and 
New Preface bv C. J. Longman. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

RED DEER. With 17 Illustrations by 
J. Charlton and H. Tunaly. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6W. 

THE TOILERS OF THE FIELD. With 
Portrait from the Bust in Salisbury 
Cathedral. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

WOOD MAGIC : a Fable. With Fron- 
tispiece and Vignette by E. V. B. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Jekyll (Gertrude). 
HOME AND GARDEN: Notes and 
Thoughts, Practical and Critical, of a 
Worker in both. With 53 Illustra- 
tions from Photographs. 8vo, 10s. 6rf. 
net 

WOOD AND GARDEN : Notes and 
Thoughts, Practical and Critical, of a 
Working Amateur. With 71 Photo- 
graphs. 8vo, 10s. 6d. net 

Johnson (J. & J. H.). 
THE PATENTEES MANUAL: a 
Treatise on the Law and Practice of 
Letters Patent 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

AN EPITOME OF THE LAW AND 
PRACTICE CONNECTED WITH 
PATENTS FOR INVENTIONS. 
With a Reprint of the Patents Acts 
of 1883, 1885, 1886 and 1888. Crown 
Svo, 2*. 6d, 



Joyce.— THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY 
OF IRISH NAMES OF PLACES. By 
P. W. Joyce, LL.D. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo, 5*. each. 

Lang (Andrew). 

LETTERS TO DEAD AUTHORS. 
Fcp. 8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 

BOOKS AND BOOKMEN. With 2 

Coloured Plates and 17 Illustrations. 

Fcp. 8vo, 2s. 6U net. 
OLD FRIENDS. Fcp. 8vo, 2s. 6d. net. 
LETTERS ON LITERATURE. Fcp. 

8vo, 2s. Qd. net. 
ESSAYS IN LITTLE. With Portrait 

of the Author. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
COCK LANE AND COMMON-SENSE. 

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d, 
THE BOOK OF DREAMS AND 

GHOSTS. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6U 



Maryon.-HOW THE GARDEN 
GREW. By Maud Maryon. With 4 
Hlustrations by Gordon Bownb. Cr. 
8vo, 5s. net. 



Matthews.-NOTES ON SPEECH- 
MAKING. By Brander Matthews. 
Fcp. 8vo, Is. 6d. net 

Max Miiller (The Right Hon. F.). 

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK- 
SHOP. Vol. I. Recent Essays and 
Addresses. Crown 8vo, 5*. 

Vol. II. Biographical Essays. Crown 
8vo, 5s. 

Vol. III. Essays on Language and 
Literature. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

Vol. IV. Essays on Mythology aud 
Folk Lore. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

INDIA : WHAT CAN IT TEACH US ? 
Crown Svo, 5*. 

Milner. — COUNTRY PLEASURES: 
the Chronicle of a Year chiefly in a 
Garden. By George Milner. Crown 
8vo, 3*. 6tt 

Morris.— SIGNS OF CHANGE. Seven 
Lectures delivered on various Occasions. 
By William Morris. Post 8vo, 4s. 6W. 
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works — continued. 

Myers. — HUMAN PERSONALITY, i Soulsby (Lucy H. M.)— amlimied. 
and its Survival of Bodily Death. By 



Frederic W. 
8vo. 



H. Myers, M.A. 2 vols. 



Parker and Unwin.— THE ART OF 
BUILDING A HOME : a Collection of 
Lectures and Illustrations. By Barry 
Parker and Raymond Unwin. With 
68 Full-page Plates. 8vo, 10*. 6W. net. 



Passmore.— LEISURABLE STUDIES. 
By the Rev. T. H. Passmore, M.A. 
Cr. 8vo, 4*. net. 

Contents : The * Religious Woman * 
— Preachments — Silly Ritual — The 
Tyranuy of the Word— The Lectern— 
The Functions of Ceremonial— Homo 
Creator — Concerning the Pun — Pro- 
verbia. 



Pollock. —JANE AUSTEN : her Con- 
temporaries and Herself. By Walter 
Hbrries Pollock. Crown 8vo. Ss. 6V. 
net. 



Poore (George Vivian, M.D.). 
ESSAYS ON RURAL HYGIENE. 
With 13 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
b>. iyd. 

THE DWELLING HOUSE. With 36 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, Ss. 6V. 



Rossetti.— A SHADOW OF DANTE: 
being an Essay towards studying Him- 
self, his World, and his Pilgrimage. 
By Maria Frances*; a Rossetti. Crown 
8vo, 3*-. 6d. 



Soulsby (Lucy H. M.). 

STRAY THOUGHTS ON READING. 
Fop. 8vo, 2s. 6V. nut. 

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR GIRLS. 

lOmo, Is, 6d. net. 

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR MOTHERS 
AND TEACHERS. F««p. Svo, 
2s. (Sd. net. 

10,000/10/01. 



STRAY THOUGHTS FOR INVALIDS. 
16mo, 2s. net. 

STRAY THOUGHTS ON CHARAC- 
TER. Fcp. 8vo, 2s. 6rf. net • 



Southey.— THE CORRESPONDENCE 
OF ROBERT SOUTHEY WITH 
CAROLINE BOWLES. Edited by 
Edward Dowden. 8vo, lis. 



Stevens.— ON THE STOWAGE OF 
SHIPS ANDTHEIRCARGOES. With 
Information regarding Freights, Char- 
ter-Parties, etc. By Robert White 
Stevens. Svo, 21s. 



Sutherland. — TWENTIETH CEN- 
TURY INVENTIONS: a Forecast. 
By George Sutherland, M.A. Crown 
8vo, 4*. 6d. net. 



Turner and Sutherland. — THE 
DEVELOPMENT OF AUSTRALIAN 
LITERATURE. By Henry Gyles 
Turner and Alexander Sutherland. 
With Portraits and Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 5s. 



Warwick.— PROGRESS IN WOMEN'S 
EDUCATION IN THE BRITISH 
EMPIRE : being the Report of Confer- 
ences and a Congress held in connection 
with the Educational Section, Victorian 
Era Exhibition. Edited by the Coun- 
tess op Warwick. Crown 8vo, 6s. 



Weathers.— A PRACTICAL GUIDE 
TO GARDEN PLANTS. By John 
Weathers, F.R.H.S. With 159 Dia- 
grams. 8vo, 21s .net. 



Whittall.-FREDERIO THE GREAT 
ON KINGCRAFT, from the Original 
Manuscript ; with Reminiscences and 
Turkish Stories. By Sir J. William 
Whittall, President of the British 
Chamber of Commerce of Turkev. 
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